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THAT side-scuttling, mud-scraping Nile house- 
boat, the NarghUa — ^tied up to the stringpiece 
of the first boat-landing at Assorti, Egypt — ^had the 
lubbery look of all such craft. 

Her blunt nose and sawed-off stem, the twin side- 
wheels, with which she fussed through the changing 
shallows of the rising Nile, her stumpy funnel, and 
the square-boxed, cast-iron boiler differed in no 
wise from half a thousand outfits on the upper and 
the lower river. 

It was June 30th, and that scourge of Europeans, 
the khamsin simoon, was beginning to blow lazily 
in from the vast deserts to westward. It blistered 
the paint off the NarghiUCs irons, and made the 
nights hideous things. 

Wherefore, Assorti was a festering sore in the 
parched crust of the earth, and beneath the deck 
awning, the Centigrade thermometer showed the 
mercury curdling in its tube at forty degrees— round 
numbers, Fahrenheit, 104°. 
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• ^T-JtE DRAG QUA N 

Alongside the thermometer 'J6]bri Harrison Ran- 
dall, of N^tpm^Alga, swung in a bkmboo-graas ham- 
mock, hiJpHed- to the awning stays.* His cotton 
shirt was-.tWi^«i away at the th^^t to oflfset that 
heat apojjlexy. which comes oh-^ man suddenly 
in the twenty-fo'^rth degree of latitude, after the sun 
has crossed this* Jttopic on hjai way South. 

Despite the cl^'el heat, {Randall showed none of 
the merciful stupor it usually causes, and in place 
of drowsing like any other white man similarly 
placed, this singular individual was saying atrocious 
things concerning the Anglo-Egyptian regime. 

His was a whole-hearted and nicely phrased bit 
of cursing out, perfectly understood by the dog 
watch of the Narghila — ^sixteen chocolate-coated 
native-folk. For Randall was using the patois of 
the Nile — ^Turkish crossed on Arabic, with a mixture 
of Copt talk, older than either. 

Then, having blown on their ever -smoldering 
race hatred,- the Englishman lay back in the ham- 
mock, watching under half-closed lids for some 
evidence of their real feelings. He was teasing his 
men with a definite purpose; for Randall, of Natori- 
Alga, had reason to know — and no man knew the 
thing better — that some extraordinary brand of 
hell was astir in the Egyptian depths. 

The crew boys still managed to keep their mouths 
shut; but their dark faces, molded thickly like river 
mud cut out with a builder's ax, were smudged here 
and there by the high hot lights of an irrepressible 

[21 



THE PRAYER FOR THE HOUR 

religious frenzy. Several took to swaying sideways 
and chanting in a sort of stupid fit. These latter 
were dervish-bred, and were enjoying visions of dis- 
membering the white folk. 

Randall recognized these symptoms; so he yawned 
savagely, pretended to wake up, and went at them 
with a final blast, combining their religious hatred 
with social grievances. 

"These infidels have no right to rule Egypt," he 
reminded them; "the mosques are soiled with their 
feet, and the harems of your women are become 
an open shame, wherein unbelievers enter under 
pretense of collecting a few piasters. Aren't these 
things beyond denial?" he ended, with a direct ap- 
peal to the men, who were now clustered close about 
him. 

This last shaft struck home, and goaded Randall's 
native lot past even the cautious reserve of the 
Nile fellah, beyond which flesh and blood may not 
go. The crew boys were wild with their race 
hatred now, and the "elder," or deck foreman, 
broke in fiercely. 

"Behold, EflFendi, the green flag of the Prophet 
blushes red with these things," said the crew-leader, 
with a savage oath. 

Here he spat over the railings in contempt of all 
infidels, and went ahead. 

"What can we do, who be poor men?" he de- 
manded, with a final touch of native secrecy. 

Then his religious exaltation proved too strong, 

[31 



THE DRAGOMAN 

and he informed the man who seemed so to sym- 
pathize with him: 

^' After all, something may be done, and the day 
of Allah and the True Believer is not far ofif; only 
*The Hour' has not yet come." 

Whereupon, with no visible signal interchanged 
between them, the dog watch of the Narghila 
electrified that vessel's owner by kneeling simul- 
taneously, each facing east by northeast toward 
Mecca, the Holy City. And then and there they 
repeated that most sacred and holy call to throat- 
cutting and plunder — "The Prayer for The Hour 
that is to Come." 

"So here, also, they pray for that hour of hours," 
murmured the ship-owner, whUe he struggled up m 
the hammock and listened to the secret ritual of 
the inner mosque as the dog watch mumbled it out 
in the fetid atmosphere of EgjT)t at flood-time. 

With their heads against the deck planks, the crew 
boys chanted the phrase of the almost forgotten clas- 
sic Arabic. Then, the prayer ended, the Narghila^^ 
dog watch came up slowly out of the dust and stood 
shamefacedly alongside the motionless hammock. 

They had just violated Moslem tradition, and 
committed a mortal sin, by performing in open day- 
light, and before one of the foreign tribe, the holiest 
and most secret incantation of the inner Al-koran.' 
However, they were certain that no white man could 
comprehend the meaning of what Randall had just 
seen and heard. 

[4] 



THE PRAYER FOR THE HOUR 

So with sidelong, glances of distrust they returned 
to the drudgery of chasing blood-sucking insects oflf 
John Randall's motionless body. 

As for the Englishman, he was gone dumb. He 
had sought a sign from the black people who served 
him; and it had arrived. And there could be no 
surer sign that the native world was ablaze and all 
hell moving in native Egypt. He knew that prayer, 
for in the soiled but holy jubba of the Mohanmiedan 
pilgrim he had himself prayed it. In it one demands 
destruction for the white man, and for his women, 
and for his little folk, for his servants, white and 
black, for his cattle, and for his goods. 

Understanding these things, Randall, of Natori- 
Alga, realized that the Moslem underworld was fast 
gathering itself together for a mighty stroke. 

Heretofore, such exhibitions of race hatred had 
been guarded for the select few and shut within 
the hidden courts and alleys of the mosques. 
To hear this prayer in open daylight, on a white 
man's houseboat, in upper Egypt, signified two 
things: that the moment of open war was much 
closer than he had imagined; and that therein were 
involved nine-tenths of the Moslem population. 

As he thought it over it came home to him with 

terrific realism just how the white world, stretching 

above the black streak of the color line, had not the 

^ slightest comprehension of what was being prepared 

for it on the far side of the Pale. 

^ The last couplet of the crew boys' chant sang 
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THE DRAGOMAN 

insistently in his head, like the notes of a huge 
prayer bell. 

"In the heart of the poppy lies the Treasure of 
Porgetfulness," repeated Randall, softly, as he lay 
motionless with every muscle unstrung — ^a mere 
ball of relaxation in the hollow of the hammock. 
"After all, it was not for nothing that I made the 
four holy pilgrimages: even from Mecca to Medina, 
to Damascus, and Jerusalem." 

He felt the Narghila quiver all over as the rising 
river bumped her against the landing. Out of the 
incandescent heavens a brassy sun continued to 
lick the earth with its flaming tongue, while the air 
trembled in vibrations that seared and withered 
like a branding-iron. 

The Englishman sighed, and fretfully cursed the 
dog watch, now asleep in their tracks, and found 
himself roused by a smashing jar, while the Nar- 
ghila shook all over, crowding her blunt prow some 
two feet farther into the mudbank. 

The dog watch, already in the last stages of heat- 
stupor, skidded violently toward the starboard 
railings; and the existing calm exploded into yells 
and curses. Before he touched deck Randall knew 
that some river pilot, steering dreamily through the 
afternoon heat, had bumped his boat amidships. 

In the river slang, the intruder proved to be a 
double-header, twice the length of the usual Nile 
flat-bottom, wider in proportion, and able to float 
big cargoes with astonishingly shallow draught. 

[61 
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Also, she was heavily manned; for her starboard 
side was piled up with a wicked-looking lot of mixed 
races. 

Crimson silk curtains filled in the main-cabiU 
windows, and her deck awnmgs were lashed with 
purple and gold fringe. This signified she carried 
people of importance; and Randall wondered what 
Oriental dignitary could be so mad as to travel 
south, with the hot season at its worst. 

There was plenty of bunting on the wire netting 
running to the funnel rim, but highest of all, in the 
place that showed her actual nationality, was swung 
the grotesque banner of the Negus — that seldom- 
seen ensign which betokens the empire of Abyssinia. 

Although a rarity anywhere, the flag had as much' 
right as another in Egyptian waters; and with this 
reflection the NarghiWs owner turned to his own 
troubles. 

For the other ship was clear again, and without 
paying the least attention to the craft that had been 
grounded by the collision she was making ready to 
proceed upstream. 

This was in defiance of all water regulations, and 
even exceeded the traditional indecency of Nile 
River navigation. So Randall mildly asked the 
Turkish pilot, who was directing operations, if he 
proposed going ahead, leaving him there in the 
mud. 

The bulky Turk, lolling against his own rails, 
a scant ei^t feet from his questioner, shrugged 
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THE DRAGOMAN 

languidly, and responded brutally that he so in- 
tended. 

He got his answer — one hundred and sixty pounds 
of rapidly moving flesh and blood, that laid him 
across the deck planks, while Randall proceeded to 
twist his larboard hawser — wound around the left 
forearm — onto the funnel stays of the big craft. 
The Turk attempted to interfere, and was met 
with a shower of kicks from his adversary's naked 
feet. Whereupon he promptly pulled out the two- 
edged knife common to all Nile River folk. Then 
he found himself suddenly facing a very large re- 
volver. 

The Turk at once lost all interest in the matter, 
and confined himself to watching the weapon. 

Meanwhile the larger boat was tugging at the 
stranded Narghila^ and Randall made certain that 
his craft was moving. So he yielded to the interest 
caused by the appearance of the vessel he had 
boarded. 

What do you call yourselves?'* he demanded. 
And where are you headed in the devil's own hurry?" 
It is the Zargupptty EflFendi," the fat man an- 
swered, meekly, unable to raise eyes from the weapon, 
and I leave at this next landing of Assorti, if Allah 
wills and the worshipful, deadly weapon in the hand 
of the EflFendi does not prevent these things." 

**It will do no harm if you put aside your eternal 

habit of untruthfulness," threatened the intruder, 

as a side glance showed him the Narghila was be- 
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THE PRAYER FOR THE HOUR 

ginning to pull on her own ropes. "Where's this ship 
going?*' he demanded again. 

"Far beyond the deserts, even to the waters of 
the Blue Nile," growled the other man. 

From the low gear of a languid curiosity, the 
answer of the frightened Turk made the English- 
man's heart beat suddenly like the hum of a racing 
auto. For the Blue Nile held the secret hopes of 
native Egypt — ^so much Randall had learned while 
masquerading in the underworld. 

The lost Blue Nile section was that promised land 
whence the black folk expected a great chief, who 
would deliver them from infidel and pale-faced 
intruders. 

The skipper of the Narghila realized the hope- 
lessness of questioning this man further, and pre- 
tended a lack of interest coupled with utter dis- 
belief. 

"Behold, Truth is a jewel that Allah treasures," 
he told him; "but you lie by preference. My boat 
is free, and these are not my affairs; after I return — 
cast loose the hawser." 

He turned about to regain his steamer, but re- 
mained staring at a girl who had climbed the com- 
panionway, and who was watching this eccentric 
rufBan with the great black revolver. She was a 
very beautiful woman, tall, and put together in 
masterly fashion. 

The briefest scrutiny suflSced to show John Randall 
that she thought him some river pirate, but there 
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was no fear in the strong, beautiful face. She 
simply stood and watched him as if he and the fat 
Turk had been performing animals, who in their 
most outrageous antics could never dare to incon- 
venience one so far above them. 

The pilot began excuses in bad French, but the 
trapped John Randall merely stood thunderstruck, 
his big revolver dangling awkwardly beside him, 
and his sun -blacked cheeks burning beneath his 
triple coat of tan. 

For at sight of her, so strangely white in a world 
of browns and tans, Randall had awakened from the 
barbaric content of the nearer East which had held 
hun, and the fitness of things and the white man's 
perspective prevailed once more within him. 

His bared feet, so naturally bared before, assumed 
a shameful nakedness before this woman. His turned- 
in shirt seemed to leave him with a sense of being 
unclad. 

As the girl came slowly toward them the owner 
of the Narghila got away with a catlike jump, that 
cleared both his own boat railing and that of the 
stranger. 

Safe on his own ship, he vanished into the cabin 
and spent an hour trying on all sorts of costumes 
in a vain attempt to regain his self-respect. He 
finally settled on the gorgeous white uniform adorned 
with a silver crescent and globe appertaining to the 
Cairo Yacht Club. 

Thus attired, he returned to his hammock, to try 
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and size up the information he had obtained from 
his enemy the Turkish pilot concerning the Abys- 
sinian steamer which bore that marvelous girl all 
dressed in white. But it was the girl who persisted 
in occupying Randall's mind. 

Knowledge of all sorts and conditions of women, 
of every shade spread over three continents and 
some islands, had left the NarghiWs owner more 
amused than approving as regards the last and the 
best bit of work done in the Garden of Eden. Here- 
tofore he had always been content to let them have 
their own way and had kept himself religiously out 
of that way, whatever it might prove to be. 

But at the sight of the girl in white on that 
steamer alleged to be making for the worst reputed 
section of northeast Africa, something had started 
going inside this phlegmatic delver into native 
Egypt — ^something that he felt dimly he was already 
powerless to stop. The fact irritated him strangely 
— ^he was used to doing exactly what he pleased with 
himself and with almost every one else. 

The hammock had swimg to a standstill, and he 
jerked it into a nervous motion, cursing the heat 
and the sticky sting of the clouding flies. 

**A woman should always wear white," suddenly 
declared John Harrison Randall to the scurrying 
froth of the rising Nile; "a woman should always be 
tall, with wide eyes, and slender — then a woman 
would look as the gods intended she should look." 

He got out of the swaying bamboo-grass contriv- 
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ance and walked restlessly to the steamer rafling, while 
the melancholy call of the muezzin from the distant 
mosque warned him sunset was imminent. 

"That's what a woman should always look like — 
and doesn't," muttered the dreaming skipper of the 
NarghUa, as he gazed up the yellow current, where 
the Abyssinian steamer had long since vanished on 
the way to the Assorti official landing. 

"That is what she looks like," ended Randall, 
with a certain soft intensity; "she looks as if she*d 
dropped out of heaven, and if the fat Turk told the 
truth, she's headed for worse than hell." 



CHAPTER n 

THE THREE-PBONGED GRIP 

THE jangle of spurred boot heels roused Randall 
sharply; and, tummg back from the rismg 
river, he found a slim figure in brown helmet and 
khaki had slipped into the swinging deck chair 
alongside of his hammock. 

"Greetings, old chap," called the boat skipper 
to Bimbashi Richard Talbot, former aide-de-camp 
to the late Major General John Harrison Randall, 
Pasha and K.C.B., earliest of all Anglo-Egyptians 
and father of the NarghUa^s owner. 

For the younger Randall had been bom by the 
side of the Nile, where his inheritance of private 
property in Upper Egypt, the size of a German 
grand duchy, gave him a certain standing. 

There was a genuine liking between these two men, 
and with a certain dismay Randall took in the over- 
done condition of his guest. Even as the NarghiWs 
skipper watched him, the scarlet flush of the earlier 
stage of the sun-sickness faded rapidly, and in its 
place came a peculiar dead-white skin, and eyes with 
distended pupils. 

The new-comer grunted and made signs, for his 
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speech was gone from him, to which the other man 
responded by squeezing a lime into scalding tea. 
The visitor sipped greedily until a beading of saving 
perspiration showed the bodily heat had dropped 
below the danger point. 

"A near thing that," commented his host, gravely, 
and regarded the still-climbing mercury. "One 
hundred and nine in the shade is not to be trifled 
with by any white man — ^not even by Talbot Bim- 
bashi, chief of the Egyptian Biver Police. Seriously 
speaking," went on the reproving one, "ten minutes 
more would have done for you." 

The bimbashi nodded his bald head in agreement, 
and gratefully washed his face and wrists in the 
water bucket. 

By this time Randall was back in his hammock, 
reading a letter passed over by the soldier. Having 
finished, he glanced whimsically at the revived 
Talbot and shook his head in denial. 

"The Egyptian government suggests that I might 
be useful," he explained; "I suppose you did it." 

"I reported to the governing council that there 
was something going on up this river I could not 
understand," admitted the other man. "Also, I 
suggested that you could help in locating the 
trouble, and the head secretary wrote this letter to 
you." 

Randall made a negative gesture as he explained 
to the disappointed Major Talbot: 

"The thing's out of the question. Uniforms doa't 

114] 
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fit in with my way of working. Moreover, what must 
be done, must be done at the bottom/* 

The soldier got out of his swinging chair. 

"Certainly there is trouble brewing in the native 
pot,'* he declared, "but you exaggerate the danger. 
While, as for me, I must know something definite 
before I put ball cartridges into my men's belts." 

"Don't do that of all things — ^at least, not yet," 
counseled Randall. "What we want to do is to 
locate the men who are working up the devil 's game 
for their own ultimate profit." 

"Would you mind telling me what you are talking 
about?" asked the soldier, plaintively. 

At this appeal the other leaned out of the ham- 
mock and glanced at his crew boys, who were sleep- 
ing peacefully in the main-cabin shadow. Then he 
drew closer to him this Messenger from Egypt's 
real ruler, the man who had written the letter he still 
held in his hand, that head secretary to Cairo's 
governing council. 

"Do you know what it means to pray for *The 
Hour,* or did you ever hear of the MoUah of Konia?" 
he asked, laconically. 

Talbot humbly shook a double negative and Ran- 
dall sighed, and went ahead explaining the incom- 
prehensible to the uncomprehending: 

"The native who prays for *The Hour to Come,'" 
expounded the boat-owner, "is begging Allah to 
hasten the return of the MoUah of Konia, and 
the Mollah of Konia, Dickey, is the Moslem's Pa- 
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triarch, and the inmost head of the Mohammedan's 
religion. The ofBce goes from father to son, and 
every strict Moslem owes him obedience ahead of the 
Khedive, or even the Sultan." 

Major Talbot opened widely wibelieving eyes. 

"Where is this most extraordinary personage?" 
he murmured. 

"He's lost," was the curt answer, "been lost forty 
years; the last one disappeared just after we took 
hold out here." 

That's a good riddance," growled the soldier; 

an off-colored individual possessing powers like that 
would be a nasty thing to handle in this country." 

"Just so," snapped the man in the hammock, who 
understood thoroughly that his listener didn't be- 
lieve a word, "and just so you'll find when He 
comes back." 

"Comes back!" ejaculated the Major. "Where 
from and when?" 

Two big problems, truly," was the musing answer; 

and I've spent months to find just that. Even 
now I'm not sure wheUy but soon; for if the fellaheen 
pray in open air for *the Hour that is to Come,' 
it must come — ^soon. As to where — w-e-1-1, Dickey, 
'where' will be from the Blue Nile lost country, 
wherever that may be; for it is from up there that 
the fellaheen are being taught to look for their 
Deliverer." 

"Oh, I know," continued Randall, as Major 
Talbot made a gesture of utter unbelief. "It's 
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damned folly, of course; but you don't seem able to 
understand that this is the land of folly. Moreover, 
even a try at such a thing would mean hell down 
here with us/' 

The chief representative of white man's law and 
order in Upper Egypt chewed his stubby mustache, 
while the other man finished more rapidly: 

"The Blue Nile is mostly in Abyssinian territory, 
and for the present nothing can be done but watch 
it." 

The brick-red face of the soldier had grown 
petidant, and he was more than visibly discontented. 

"I make nothing sensible out of all this talk," 
growled the one-time aide-de-camp of old Randall 
Pasha to that individual's singular son. "Do you 
mean to tell me that these slant-eyed cowards will 
fly at our throats if this what's-his-name — " 

"MoUah of Konia," inserted Randall, with a cer- 
tain cold precision. 

"Do you expect a native insurrection," rushed on 
the Major, "just because some half -crazed, long- 
lost holy man comes to the top of the native muck 
and calls out for *The Hour' to murder and burn?" 

"That's what I said — that's what I mean — and 
that's what they'll do," was the quietly insistent 
answer; "and, though you smile now, it's a laugh 
that '11 cost us dear some day. It '11 cost us our Kves, 
and our women folk dearer yet, and maybe it will 
cost England Egypt." 

To which assertion Major Talbot opposed an un- 
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approving silence, and stalked ashore in a bad humor. 
After which Randall, who loved Egypt and under- 
stood the subtle futility of trying to reform a country 
where God and the climate have long since arranged 
these matters, laughed a little as he went down to 
his cabin, at Brevet-Major Talbot, who was browner 
than an Algerian pirate, and whose liver was all but 
baked solid by a twenty-third meridian sun. 

Flashing on his electric cabin lights, the Nar* 
ghUd's owner made ready to get into native rig, 
while the crew put away their ragged prayer mats 
and squatted aft, making coflfee ouj: of a sort of salted 
bitter bean that serves for the real article. 

The first move of the native adept was to ahed 
every stitch and to don an unbleached muslin shirt — 
not too clean, the latter being a detail whose neglect 
would have at once aroused suspicion. Over this 
he wound a stained silk sash, with a richly em- 
broidered but nearly empty purse stuck into one 
side. The big black revolver that had threatened 
the Turkish pilot was under the easy lift of the 
right hand. 

On top of all he pulled a loose jubba of green 
merino, and around his head went a huge turban. 
In the turban he pinned the sign manual of the pious 
Fatimah, sainted daughter of Mohammed, and mother 
of all hodjas, or prayer-leaders in the mosque. 

As he worked away on the native toggery the 
heavily-manned steamer he had boarded that after- 
noon filled his mind, for the Turk had sworn twice 
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that the vessel was headed for the Blue Nile. And 
the Blue Nile, as Randall had told Major Talbot, 
was that place of suspects whence the Egyptian 
underworld expected a Deliverer. 

Now, since the Turk had declared that the steamer 
carrying that woman in white was to lay up at 
Assorti landing, Randall determined to locate some 
of her native crew and get better information. He 
dressed rapidly, but with unfailing attention to 
detail; for on those details his life would depend at 
every moment, once the Narghila was behind him 
and the white world had dropped his trail. 

For there is no disappearance more total and no 
grave more blind to the white searcher's eye than 
the extinction which overtakes the masquerader 
in native quarters. Once he is discovered, every 
archway becomes a shambles, and every native 
house contains a tomb. 

So Randall worked away with infinite care, be- 
cause many have gone down into the native pit 
but few return therefrom. 

When finally arrayed, he swung the double French 
mirrors in all directions, and went out to put a hand 
on some one who knew more of the velvet-curtained 
steamer that carried a triple - manned crew and a 
girl in white to that place of mystery — the Blue 
Nile country. 

The crew, lying aft. under shelter from the sting- 
ing puffs of the khamsin, made no move when the 
tall hodja departed down the side gangway. They 
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only shrugged supple shoulders, accompanying this 
with a stroking of their own cheeks, by which these 
Orientals attempted to express a tickled sense of 
humor. 

"Behold, in youth there is all things — even 
love," declared the chief among them, sententiously, 
as they began the smoking of dilapidated water- 
pipes. 

"It is the dancing - woman he goes to seek in 
the Uttle house built in the wall," said a flabby, 
tuberculous individual; "it was she that Asisnopis, 
the tax-taker, would have seized, having hired two 
sellers of water, but after all he dared not." 

"Why talk of those things?" growled the leader; 
"all here know it was Randall Eflfendi who sent 
word the tax-taker would die if he took the girl 
into his house. So she still dances at the head of her 
guild." 

Meanwhile, Randall crossed the market place, 
facing the public landing. It was empty now, 
except for the camel porters, asleep in their saddle 
cloths. ^ 

Secure in the perfection of his disguise,^ the 
searcher in the Oriental undertow had no fear of 
being unmasked. When he was clear of the oflScial 
settlement and its cavalry barracks, the false hodja 
dived into the tangled three -foot streets of the 
suburbs. He finally entered the town by the ancient 
water gate with its five-angled and stumpy watch- 
towers, where the guardians of bygone nights have 
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been replaced with much hay for the mounts of 
the diminutive Anglo-Egyptian River Police. 

Far back from the normal river-landing, and out 
of reach of any but the most extraordinary floods, 
Assorti lies crouched like a handful of mud marbles 
thrown down by a giant hand. The strides of the 
white man's domination have made just three imprints 
in the mud of Assorti: the oflScial settlement, the 
marine barracks, and the railway stop. In between, 
around and underneath, the land is the same. 

Now the pride of the white man is but a little 
thing under the might of an African sun, and three 
years spent south of the twenty -third meridian, 
where the Tropic of Cancer puts a burning girdle 
across the hump of the African continent, can 
blacken the palest face. 

Aided by this bit of human chemistry, Randall's 
advent as a Moslem hodja caused no comment that 
night on the walled-in roof of Assorti's most popular 
coflfee-house. In fact, the seis-bashi, or chief of the 
workingman's esnaf (union), beckoned the new-comer 
to his table. 

"Alhamdulillah!" (praise Allah, Lord of the Three 
Worlds), "and seat thyself here," the seis-bashi 
told the hodja. 

"Muslim," replied the masquerader in orthodox 
style; and tucking yellow-slippered feet underneath 
him, he fell placidly to making ready powdered 
coflfee in a tin measure. 

On the other hand, the seis-bashi was drinking 

[21] 



THE DRAGOMAN 

rice -made brandy — a Moslem mortal sin, and a 
rare thing for a Turk or Arab outside his own 
selamlik. This workingman's leader had shiny 
eyes, and for reasons of his own seemed disposed to 
talk. 

First of all, the head of the workingman's union 
applied himself to the long bottle of milk-white glass 
containing his rice brandy. 

Then he leaned toward Randall and gripped him 
hard on the wrist thrice — ^with the thumb, first 
and Uttle fingers, tiu-ning the hand to the right, to 
the left, and ending with a slow downward move- 
ment. Nothing but long practice will render the 
trick possible. 

At the touch of the lean brown fingers John 
Randall quivered with distaste; yet he waited, for 
he knew that singular three-pronged grip. He had 
learned it first between Mecca and Medina, under a 
date palm, near the fountain of Sherat, while wear- 
ing the green corded robe of that powerful secret 
order made up from the four -time pilgrims to 
Mecca, Medina, Damascus, and Jerusalem. 

So he gave the seis-bashi of Assorti the answer 
grip of the highest - instructed Moslems — those 
Ottomans, whose singular strain of Asiatic blood is 
made up from the Turk, the Tartar, and the Kurd. 
The satisfaction of both men shone in their eyes, 
but it was the seis-bashi who spoke first. 

"I knew you again despite the holy dress, for your 
face i3 one in a thousand," muttered the head of the 
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esnaf of grooms, adding rapidly, "When does the 
Zargujypa seek her master for the final stroke?" 

At this confirmation of his suspicion that the 
Abyssinian steamer was connected with the threaten- 
ing situation among the natives, John Harrison 
Randall felt the joy of the long-seeking who have 
found. 

Unable to answer the question, the hodja parried 
the demand concerning the movements of the 
Abyssinian vessel with that most customary of all 
quericjp where a Moslem is concerned. 

"How are those affairs?" he asked, in low tones; to 
which the other made answer in a guttural under- 
tone, and with every evidence of secrecy. 

"Our chiefs must send gold to buy food for the 
two hundred rifles given us to-day," this singular 
native told the seeming hodja. "On the other 
hand, we have many sabers and knives. Be easy, 
O Messenger of Islam! for when your signal comes 
we shall rise and kill quickly, so that all may be 
ready for the coming of the Deliverer." 

The wrinkled visage of the seis-bashi was shining 
with the sweat thrown out by a powerful mixture of 
fanaticism and raki. The desire to kill was stamped 
into every line of his shrewd, ill-natured face. 

"Tell me, Kros Constant," he went on, "why does 
the foreign rat with the rifles take a woman of his 
own people into the Blue Nile trap?" 

As if projected onto a screen, a vision of the woman 
in white spread between Randall and the place he 
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was in. Under his downcast lids the eyes of the 
hodja lit with so swift a gleam that the questioner 
drew away a trifle. 

"Surely these things are not my things," he has- 
tened to add, "but in higher hands. Still, for a 
gaiour [European] this seller of rifles has strange 
ways. I have known them to sell their gods, their 
goods, and their brethren, but never their women." 

Again the lowered eyes of the listener grew bright 
with so unholy a light that the startled seis-bashi 
dropped the subject of white women. 

"You have my message from the inner elect of 
Assorti," he reminded the meditating Randall; 
"therefore tell me on what signal shall the blow be 
struck. By what word shall we know your final 
Messenger, and be certain that Islam's DeKverer is 
about to appear from up above the Mother of 
Rivers?" 

The head man among the aflSliated workingmen 
of Assorti was not a pleasant sight as he asked these 
questions of the hodja. The comers of his small 
and intensely black eyes were pulled back curiously, 
giving an inhuman expression to the round, hairless 
face. 

Still thinking of the girl on the Zarguppay Randall 
shivered at the sight of this face, knowing in some 
part what it represented. 

But the Mohammedan sub-leader was waiting for 
the expected signal that should begin the rally of the 
black world against the white. Mechanically the 
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hodja's lips fell to a sentence, and almost involun- 
tarily he quoted that Moslem prayer phrase which 
had been m his brain aU day: 

"In the heart of the poppy Kes the Treasure of 
Forgetfulness, but the Wise Man prays for the 
Hour that is to Come/* 

"Allah! Bismallahf' cried the seis-bashi; "it 
is a good saying, and may the *Hour' come soon; 
but touching the waiting woman whom you have 
commanded to attend on board the Zargupptty there 
is none here fit to serve that can be trusted." 

Randall, taken by surprise, made no comment on 
the fact that Assorti could furnish no woman who 
could be trusted on board the ship with rifles for dis- 
tribution in native quarters. 

The false hodja had risen now. Death was all 
too likely if the real Messenger appeared, that in- 
dividual whose face was "one in a thousand," ac- 
cording to the seis-bashi, and which yet must be a 
striking reproduction of the countenance of John 
Randall. 

For the skipper of the NarghUa felt -acutely the 
handle of a great opportunity in the hollow of his 
hand. The illusive thing he had sought for many 
months was his at last. By the irony of fate he 
owed it to no cleverness of his own, but to a mere 
freak of nature, his own chance likeness to some one 
of the uppermost circle in the unknown enemy's camp. 

However, the importance of trifles and the omnip- 
otence of chance, these are the upper and the lower 
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millstones between which fate grinds out the powder 
of the gods in the Tropics, above all in Africa. 

For Randall knew now that the calling to prayer 
and the plottings in the mosques and market places 
had already changed into systematic planting of 
rifles. It was a morsel of information that would 
have electrified Major Talbot's highest chief, Egypt's 
head secretary. 

Also, he had located the actual source whence 
those rifles were coming, and made certain that it was 
the mysterious steamer with the woman in white. 

Finally, to understand that he, John Harrison 
Randall, was the working counterpart of the par- 
ticular individual whose hands clutched the main- 
springs of the whole devil's invention was news 
wonderful enough to start up extra heart action in 
the most phlegmatic of mankind. 

He realized that this double of himself was by 
some prearrangement on his way to keep an engage- 
ment with the seis-bashi. 

So as a preliminary to all other moves, Randall 
determined that the real Kros Constant would not 
appear that night on the roof of Ben Yussef 's coffee- 
house. Further than that, his wits had supplied 
him with no plan. 

Now neatness was a passion with the owner of 
the NarghiUiy and to be neat now he must hurry. 

He parted rapidly from the seis-bashi, who showed 
no thought of detaining so high a personage as the 
messenger from his real rulers. 
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In a moment the hodja was through the chatter- 
ing, quarreling groups and in the street. It was 
done by a scant thirty seconds; for under the paper 
lantern, on which were painted prayer signs, the 
men met face to face. 

The flare of the oil struck full on the clear-cut 
features of Randall's mysterious double, and he 
never doubted his man. Also, he knew the fellow 
must be stopped at all hazards before he could run 
into the seis-bashi and learn that the mystery of the 
underworld was m danger. 

Fortimately, Randall recalled the triple-pronged 
grip of the initiated Moslem. This man, whom he 
so much resembled, must know it. So the mas- 
querading white man with no hesitation gripped his 
double hard on the left wrist, and up under the loose- 
hanging sleeve of his sUk pelisse. 

As for the other, when he felt the three-pronged 
signal of the ultra-religious Moslem, he feared noth- 
ing, and made answer, even as Randall had done to 
the seis-bashi, on the left wrist of his accoster. 

"There are spies inside, Eflfendi," said Randall, 
softly, "and your man is not here but hidden; and 
I am sent to guide you to his house." 

After all, nothing could have been more probable; 
and as the new-comer wheeled mechanically under 
the pressure still clamped on his left wrist, Randall 
hurried the true Messenger of Islam down the curv- 
ing, narrow street. 



CHAPTER m 

THE DANCING-WOBIAN 

NOW John Randall knew the Blue Nile country 
to be that cross section of Hell that crops 
aboveground between the thickly wooded Abys- 
sinian plateau and the Nile Valley, after the river 
passes into Soudan territory. Aside from the two- 
homed rhino and baboons, the place produces 
chagres fever, the kind with the greenish lumps, 
and the commonest lot of crossbred negroes on 
earth. 

Until he had become Luck's own heir by meeting 
the seis-bashi of Assorti, he had had no way of cor- 
roborating his behef that the Blue Nile section 
was to furnish the Deliverer of twentieth-century 
Islamism. 

In the first place, it was the least-known section 
in northeast Africa, with no visible entrance except 
the turquoise waters of the Blue Nile. And the 
latter was a splendid riverway, cut open at its very 
center by a cataract, and therefore presumably not 
navigable beyond. 

So much John Randall understood, and no white 
man knew more. Wherefore this seeker in the 
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Egyptian underground believed that a boat might, 
despite the dangerous navigation, arrive at the 
seldom-seen Blue Nile Falls, and that nothing but 
an aeroplane could get farther. 

For on every side stretched a jungle twenty thou- 
sand years old, full of creeper-twisted trees, about 
as easy to get through as solid rock. It is true some 
people pretended an ancient caravan track went 
through the hills and came into Addis Abeba, the 
Abyssinian capital, by the back door. 

Even admitting this, Randall could imagine no 
sane reason for the passage of the Zarguppa through 
the Blue Nile. Such things as were honestly in- 
tended for the emperor of the blacks should go 
through Suez and the Red Sea, and tranship at the 
seacoast for Addis Abeba. 

As for the reference of the seis-bashi to the woman 
in white on board the Abyssinian ship, it could bear 
none but an evil interpretation. The half -drunk 
native conspirator had virtually asserted that the 
girl was destined to end ia a native harem. 

Having seen her, Randall knew it was a thing that 
could only be done by violence, and the thought 
robbed him of the imperturbable calm that nature 
plus habit had cast over his inner man. In his 
attempt to touch bottom in the native mess stirring 
about him he had hitherto played as a mere trained 
player, earnestly, but not too earnestly; hard, but 
none too hard, lest he both overreach and over- 
stroke his own game. 
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But the idea of an attempt to shut into some 
greasy harem (iron-barred as to windows and closely 
watched as to doors) the woman he had seen on 
board the Zarguppa made the skipper of the Nar- 
ghila shiver with a sort of cold rage. 

As the first step toward preventing such a thmg 
he determined to do away with the man beside 
him. Then, as they were much more alike than two 
peas in a pod, Randall proposed to take his double's 
place on board the ship with that woman in white. 

Incidentally he would learn all about how to give 
away rifles to Nile River fellaheen, and, above all, 
would run down that mysterious individual, the De- 
liverer for whom all native Egypt was praying and 
waiting. 

During this five minutes of rapid scheming on 
Randall's part the silence of his guide had made the 
true Messenger of Islam a bit uneasy. This latter 
was wearing the traditional costume of those pic- 
turesque individuals, the Nile River dragomans, or 
couriers. 

Randall recalled the seis-bashi's opening question 
and followed his precedent. 

"When does the Zarguppa seek her master?" he 
began. 

"At dawn," the man answered, "if the woman I 
want can come aboard so soon." 

This was evidently the maid needed on board the 
Zarguppa^ and the seis-bashi had told Randall she 
could not be found to suit the needs of the distrib- 
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uters of rifles. The white man saw a chance to 
help his own game. 

"The woman is ready, but she is afraid to come," 
he told him, "not knowing all that is required of 
her." 

The dragoman, who dealt in rifles with Moslems, 
spat into the filthy ditch edging the houses on both 
sides of the street. 

"Why should a woman of Assorti fear to take 
service with a white mistress?" he asked the false 
hodja. "She will be as safe as in her mother's lap; 
but she must be neat and quick, for these people are 
hard to please." 

"The woman is ready, and she shall go," was the 
answer, and whereas heretofore they had marched 
slowly Randall now quickened the pace, as if his 
mind was made up. 

Three swings at abrupt turnings and they entered 
a high archway or tunnel, over which were built 
the homes of sleeping families. In the end they 
halted in a tiny court, open to the sky, and in whose 
center was a dust-covered palm with a high spread 
of rusty leaves. 

On its three edges were two-story dwellings, and 
the side fronting the cavelike entrance to the place 
backed into and formed a part of the crumbling city 
wall of Assorti — a seven-hundred-year-old construc- 
tion, twenty feet through, by thirty in height. The 
ground floor had a narrow door and a window with 
a solid shutter. Both were resolutely shut, and no 
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sign of life was visible on any side of this half -buried 
court. 

For a dozen minutes Randall thumped on the door, 
and Kros Constant, the dragoman, leaned against 
the fuzzy trunk of the palm with the stolid patience 
of the Moslem. Again his guide clamored on the 
door with hands and feet, and something stirred 
inside. 

Randall struck the fus^e so that the flame shone 
on his face as he leaned close to the peephole. 

"You," cried a woman, "you, Eflfendi!" and the 
irons rattled down from the door fastenings. 

The eyes of the Zarguppa^s dragoman snapped to 
attention; for that exclamation of "Eflfendi," evi- 
dently intended for his guide, suggested many 
things. 

In response to this hint conveyed by the woman 
in the house, Kros Constant loosened the revolver 
in his sash and made sure of a dagger sunk in the 
wadding of his pelisse. 

He motioned his guide to enter the place first, 
and remained standing at the doorway until a lamp 
was lighted. Then he did venture to advance one 
step, which was what his guide wanted; for with the 
hodja a thorough knowledge of his surroundings took 
the place of light. 

As the dragoman moved, the Englishman shoved 
him so that a low ottoman caught him from behind at 
the knee joints. Randall dropped on him, and a 
whirl of arms and legs followed, but no yells for help. 
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The nature of their present occupations in Assorti 
was such that neither man dared call in outsiders. 

Caught imawares, Kros Constant furnished a 
high-class resistance, and in the end was beaten 
by a very little. When they were finished it was a 
badly used up John Harrison Randall who tried to 
smile at Nashti, the dancer, from his point of vantage 
on the captured dragoman's head. 

For several minutes he continued to sit there, 
because those two minutes of silent but tigerish 
fighting had taught the owner of the Narghila 
that his adversary possessed none of the usual dis- 
like of the Oriental toward a rough-and-tumble 
scrinmiage. 

The chief dancing-woman of Assorti bolted the 
door of her house built into the city wall and leaned 
against it while Randall imwound the man's linen 
turban and tied him with it. Also they took oflf 
his outer clothing and dressed him in the upper 
garments appertaining to the false hodja. 

After promising immense sums of money in return 
for his liberty, the captured dragoman turned sulky 
and refused to answer questions. So the English- 
man slowly worked his way into the other man's 
costume. 

This done, he looked at the chief of the dancing- 
girls' esnaf in Assorti. Few men could have found 
anything to complain of here, and even the imper- 
turbable Randall smiled contentedly. 

"I have need of you," he explained, curtly. 
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"I am here," answered the girl, simply; but a light 
lit in the slant Egyptian eyes. 

After another look at her Randall decided to post- 
pone his explanation that he wanted to give her as a 
servant to the woman in white on the Zarguppa. So 
he began to study a batch of papers he had found 
in the pelisse of his victim. ' First of all he went over 
the man's passport. 



Name, 


Kros Constant. 


Occupation, 


Dragoman. 


Bom, 


Egypt. 


Educated, 


Paris. 


Age, 


Twenty-five years. 


Height, 


Five feet ten and one-half inches. 


Complexion, 


Olive-brown. 


Hair, 


Black. 


Eyes, 


Bluish black. 


Nose, 


Fleshy and decidedly arched. 


Remarks, 


Naturalized Frenchman, vouched for by 




French Foreign Office. 



Randall realized it was a fair enough likeness of 
either himself or of the man he had trapped. 

Perhaps the Englishman had a bit more bone 
and a trifle less meat than his double, the Egyptian- 
bom, Paris-educated distributer of rifles along the 
Nile; but in other details the mothers that bore 
them might have marveled at the likeness of the 
two. If anything, the white man was a shade the 
browner, but it was the downright brown of a clean- 
cut sun-tan, whereas the true Messenger of Islam 
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had a certain greenish tinge Uke a smudge beneath 
his Hghter coat of sunburn. 

Randall next began upon a document printed in 
Tiu'kish, parallel columns of Arabic and the debased 
jargon of the Copts. He read this epistle in three 
languages a second time, skipping from one section 
to another of the proclamation. It began, like all 
ultra-religious Moslem documents, with a reproduc- 
tion of the Fatihah, or opening chapter of the Koran : 

In the name of Allah, the Merciful, the Compassionate! 

Praise be to Allah, whom the (three) worlds made. 

The Merciful, the Compassionate, 

The king of the Day of Faith. 

Thee do we worship: of Thee do we ask aid. 

Guide us to the path that is straight — 

The path of those for whom Thy love is great; 

Not those on whom is hate nor they that deviate. 

Amen! O Lord of Angels, Jinns, and Men! 

It is the frequent and popular prayer of thirty 
million Moslems. They say it on sitting down to 
eat, and again on getting up. 

The rest of the paper was a collection of promises 
to rescue the Egyptian Moslem from his infidel 
oppressors and a formal order to pray and prepare 
for "The Hour that is to Come." The distribution 
of a few thousand copies of this precious document 
would suffice to explain many things, and Randall 
once more felt satisfied he had struck the true trail. 

Very much pleased with himself, he shoved his 
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victim under the ottoman and lay down on it 
until dawn, when he called Nashti. 

Now it was this woman whose life Randall had 
taken out of the hands of the hired men of Mullad 
Asisnopisy the Coptic tax-farmer. 

After calling Nashti he pulled his man out from 
under the ottoman, where the poor wretch had spent a 
n igh t of agony from cramp. Then he faced the dancer. 

"You will put on a quiet costume," he told her, 
"and make ready for a voyage," all of which was 
necessary as Nashti was accustomed to attire herself 
like unto Tais, the wife of Seti, both as to coloring 
and price. 

"As my lord wills," was her submissive answer; 
l)ut the straight-eyed glance never left his — that 
frank, level look which meant courage and a proud 
heart — at Randall's disposition. 

"I am going to feed this chap the bread and arti- 
chokes left over from your supper," added the 
NarghiWs skipper, "and in the mean time I'll think 
of Home way to dispose of this misguided individual 
wliih^ I'm filling his place on board." 

"IJchohl, my lord will also make the voyage 
which I make?" demanded the dancing - woman, 
wliile the eyes warmed to a slumbrous fire that 
wouhl have warned a less occupied man than John 
Raiulidl of possible complications in the near future. 

However, the latter's mind was taken up with 
some scheme to rid himself safely of the unfortunate 
dragoman of the Abyssinian steamer. 
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For half a minute he thought of putting the man 
once more underneath the ottoman in the lower 
room of the dancing - woman's dwelling. If the 
door were then carefully locked with its brass key, 
which weighed all of five pounds, there was small 
chance of the true Messenger's interfering with the 
future operations of the man who intended to imper- 
sonate him. 

With a profoimd discontent he finally thrust 
away the easy, sure methods of the Orient and de- 
termined to send a note to the conmaandant of ma- 
rine barracks near the steamer-landing. 

This latter shared the opinion of the younger 
army set in Upper Egypt, that Randall, while pos- 
sessed of strange native devils, was none the less a 
man whom it was not wise to cross in trifles. Also, 
the Englishman commanding at Assorti obeyed the 
orders of Bimbashi Richard Talbot, whose predilec- 
tion for the son of old Randall Pasha was a notorious 
fact. 

So Randall put together a note requesting that 
Lieutenant Desmond suspend the habeas corpus act, 
by sending a non-commissioned officer and a file of 
river marines in search of a man neatly bound and 
dressed as a hodja, to be found in the little house 
built into the city wall. Also it contained a prayer 
for a box of thin Egyptian cheroots made from 
coal-black tobacco, with an afterbite like the sting 
of a sand-adder. 

The dancing-girl slipped oflf a yellow boot, into 
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which she slid the letter, and, with a dust-touching 
obeisance that only an acrobat dare attempt and 
none but a dancer can do gracefully, she vanished 
into the tunnel opening out from the place. As for 
the Englishman, he lugged his prisoner into the court 
and sat down in the open door. 

Meanwhile the dancer made all speed for the mar 
rine barracks, where the chief military authority of 
Assorti granted both of Randall's requests. For 
Lieutenant Desmond thought the letter was a 
scheme to shut up some native until Randall could 
get back to his own people. So he gave short, 
strong orders to his eldest sergeant to go hunt down 
this tied-up hodja. 

Likewise the army man sent to his club for the 
cheroots; and meanwhile he walked around his 
breakfast-room seeking new points of vantage from 
which to observe the messenger from the vanished 
one. 

Half in curiosity and half from a real anxiety 
anent the probable danger to Randall, the Ueutenant 
tiuned abruptly to the dancing-girl. 

"Who sent you to me?'* he demanded. 

"It was my lord,'* answered Nashti, obeying in- 
structions as to brevity; and as the Keutenant eyed 
her in evident incomprehension the girl added, "I 
a slave sent by my master." 
tut there are no more slaves in Egypt,'* an- 
the baffled commandant of river marines. 
i, who had the personal acquaintance of 
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fifty, merely touched the dust of the room floor in 
a repetition of the salaam with which she had parted 
from Randall, and, seizing the newly arrived cheroots, 
departed. 

After which the native wanderings of Randall 
seemed perfectly natiu-al in the army man's eyes. 

Because of Nashti's success at the marine barracks 
Randall, about seven o'clock, heard the clatter of 
rifles in the tunnel in front of him, and a gray-haired 
sergeant with six marines entered the Court of the 
Single Palm. They took charge of the trussed-up 
hodja without questions and made no pretense of 
listening to the frantic statements of the prisoner. 

The marine sergeant had been sent by Lieutenant 
Desmond to this place to get a boimd man dressed 
as a hodja. He had found the place by a succession 
of miracles, and the man in the midst of it. He 
thought Randall a native police spy, and gnmted 
disgustedly when he untied Kros Constant's ankles 
in preparation for marching him to the barracks. 

They were forced to rub the poor devil's legs a 
good twenty minutes before there was the slightest 
possibility of his walking. However, the soldier 
finally gave his prisoner a start with the tip of his 
hobnailed boot and cursed his unnecessary talka- 
tiveness in the hot season. Despite this well-meant 
advice, Randall's captive lingered to explain his 
wrongs to men who had no earthly interest in them. 

Now there is a certain spot, about the size of a 
hen's egg, in the small of every man's back, between 
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the kidneys and the upper tip of the liver, where the 
butt of a rifle, if intelligently applied, will cause in- 
tolerable pain without leaving any mark on the 
outside. The marine sergeant was a handy man in 
his own walk of life; and as he drove the handle of 
his rifle into Kros Constant's back, that declaimmg 
individual abruptly burst into a howl of agony, set 
his teeth into his full lower Hp, and went his way. 
Whereupon Randall re-entered the house, and was 
heard by the other inmates of the court carefully re- 
bolting the fastenings of the entrance to the dancing- 
woman's dwelling. Then the place grew still, and 
for many, many days the door remained unopened. 



CHAPTER IV 

MISTBESS AND MAID 

TO be twenty-two years of age, flawlessly healthy, 
and possessing the sort of beauty that all men 
acknowledge and which no woman can be brought 
to understand is to lay hold upon the trinity of fate 
and to clasp the golden apple of discord in both 
hands. 

Because of these facts Elizabeth Hilken, leaning 
across the upper railing of that Nile River double- 
header, the ZarguppUy presented a spectacle that 
dazzled John Harrison Randall more than the 
molten ball of the sun in the heavens. Thus it 
was, while standing bareheaded on the stringpiece 
of the river-landing at Assorti, that Randall was 
given his second chance to look upon the Hving 
proof, that black hair against a dead-white skin 
forms a combination beyond the reach of reason and 
above the hope of art. For Elizabeth Hilken was 
aggressively good-looking, not in a slow, shy, timid 
fashion that won men gradually. On the contrary, 
the girl was frankly good to look at, full-fleshed 
and perfectly shaded, with a head set gloriously erect 
between wide, strong shoulders. 
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Wherefore men fell in love with her without a 
minute's hesitation — they did it overnight, over a 
cup of coffee, or over their morning paper across a 
car. Moreover, they fell far and hard, never to rise 
safe and sound as to heart action thereafter. 

Perhaps it was the fact that the girl so evidently 
never gave them a thought that urged them. Per- 
haps it was the knowledge of how hopeless and foolish 
the thing was which made so many of them do it. 
Hopeless folly seemed to appeal to many wise men 
where Elizabeth Hilken was concerned. 

As for John Randall, he went the uttermost limit; 
and, of all the men who ever loved her, perhaps 
the most foolish and the most hopeless seemed at 
that time to be this individual, who stared up 
at her from the dusty boat -landing of Assorti, attired 
as he was in the gaudy raiment of an alien and stamped 
with the taint of an off-color and outcast race. 

At all events he made the most of it, noting the 
exquisite detail of contour and shading, and vowed 
that, whatever else might happen in the land of 
Egypt, she at least ought never be allowed to reach 
the Blue Nile country, where the gray sand bums 
into the Nile water and the hill grass dies under the 
sun of the desert. 

Not that the man at this time had any accurate 
conception of the matter as it lay before him. Only 
he knew enough to be certain that the time was 
coming when this woman would be running close 

to things beyond death or the telUng. 
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To keep that flawless body and that apparently 
fearless soul clean through the nameless horrors of 
the black man's country, these were matters that 
gripped John Randall's vitals and killed all little 
things in him. He understood thoroughly now that 
the only thing worth while, so far as his life could 
be concerned in the future, would be to battle for 
her with the last breath and to the last drop. 

So as she saluted him as Kros Constant in any- 
thing but a friendly manner, Randall put his tongue 
into his cheek and gripped harder on the rudder 
which destiny that day had jammed between his 
hands. 

While that heretofore free agent John Harrison 
Randall was proceeding to entangle himself in in- 
visible meshes that held like iron, and were ready to 
cut into his heart at the first effort to break through 
them. Miss Hilken had been acidly remarking: 

"Father had to go for these extra stores this morn- 
ing, and should be here any minute; so make ready 
to leave as soon as possible." 

She talked French fluently enough; and as Ran- 
dall's one desire was to make his entry as unob- 
trusive as possible, he explained in the same tongue 
that Miss Hilken's maid was on the way, and then 
jumped for the stokehole. 

Well-placed blows on the fire boys and prayers 
mingled with threats to Sabbati, a fat Mussulman 
and chief engineer, helped matters along. The way 
they shoved power into the square-boxed antique 
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of a French boiler threatened several times to send 
that object skyward. 

As it was, they started a score of rivets, which they 
plugged with galvanized wire, since decent repairs 
were out of the question. The ZarguppUy despite 
her size, stoked with wood that made a quick fire, 
and it was not twenty minutes before the imper- 
sonator of Kros Constant reported his ability to 
start up river. 

Miss Hilken nodded approval and pointed to the 
shore, whence there came the sudden sounds of 
howling. Presently a troop of dog-sized Egyptian 
donkeys crept softly over the swell of the river bank 
under blows from the sweating car boys. 

In their rear plodded a small man, neatly put 
together. He had thick gray hair, impatient eyes, 
and a bitter mouth. Randall searched for, but 
could find no resemblance between the man and the 
girl beside him. 

Elizabeth Hilken returned the dragoman's stare. 

"These are the stores we are to ship," she remarked, 
pointedly; and he realized that it was for the drago- 
man of the Zarguppa to see these same stores be- 
tween decks. 

As he dropped down the companion way the girl's 
eyes narrowed with a certain vague sense of dis- 
pleasure. To the American newly arrived in both 
the Near and the Far East, its waving color line is 
incomprehensible. In Elizabeth Hilken's mind there 
had never been but two colors for mankind, white 
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or otherwise. So Miss Hilken had never been able 
to understand how some men were blacker than 
others; nor how coflfee-colored men might be de- 
scended from a line of princes, and oKve-tinted in- 
dividuals possess a pride of race transcending that 
of any pale-faced people. 

The ship-owner went into his main cabin after 
rowmg with the dragoman for being oflf ship all night; 
and Randall had got the stores fairly stowed away 
when there came a loud calling for the dragoman. 
He paid no attention, intent on getting the steamer 
moving, and as a result the abashed counterfeit of 
Kros Constant found himself confronted by Miss 
Hilken in a rage. 

"How dared you get me such a maid !" she managed 
to tell him, and pointed to the port gangway, where 
there marched with nonchalant, swaying audacity 
the chief dancing-girl of Assorti. 

As he looked, Randall's heart failed him. Surely 
the wrath of Miss Hilken had its reasons, for her 
new domestic was wearing balloonlike trousers of red 
silk tucked into tall yellow boots. 

"Do you presume to think," demanded Elizabeth, 
pointedly, "that I could possibly permit such a 
woman on my father's ship?'* 

Although a vital part of his plan to solve the 
mystery of the rifle distribution was in danger, Randall 
forgot the dancing- woman in an irresistible desire to 
watch the furious Miss Hilken. Animation added to 
her beauty, as it does to that of all perfect animals. 
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So Randall ignored the maid in an appreciative 
study of the mistress; nor did he forget that it was 
himself with whom she was angry. 

"I wonder what she'd do if she knew who I really 
was?" he muttered, in the river patois, as he watched 
the great, fearless eyes blazing almost on a level with 
his own; "and how I got here,'* he added, with a 
certain grim amusement. 

Then he was forced to turn back to Nashti, who 
had joined them, smoking a long, black cheroot 
from the box presented her by Lieut. Gerald Des- 
mond, of marine barracks. 

A less likely-looking lady's maid had never re- 
ported on a white man's ship; and Randall realized 
that it was his own fault, for the dancer had no 
idea whatsoever as to the part she was intended 
to play, 

"The girl is the best I could find," he explained, 
"who can understand some French. It is not easy 
to obtain a woman willing to go where we are going, 
and I can answer for her. In this country that is 
much, and where we are going it is even more." 

The quick change in Miss Hilken's manner showed 
that his reason had impressed her. With a command 
to Nashti to follow, the ship-owner's daughter re- 
turned to the private section of the steamer, screened 
in by the gold and purple fringed awnings. 

As for Nashti, the dancer had studied this ex- 
traordinarily pale woman with eyes that began to 
gleam. It was a full half hour later when Ran* 
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dall's ally in the native underground world, though 
still rebellious, consented to undertake this pretense 
of being a serving-woman. All of which had cost 
John Harrison RandaU thirty precious nunutes, 
spent in alternately commanding and entreating the 
chief of the Assorti guild of public dancers. 

For the rest of the day, while the Zarguppa worried 
through the shallows that afflict the navigator just 
north of the second cataract, John Randall occupied 
himself with a close study of the few personal effects 
of his double. 

Afterward, perched on the round box of the steer- 
ing-gear, he proceeded to tabulate his ideas and to 
construct a plan to prevent the passage of the 
Zarguppa beyond the southern frontier. 

As to Randall's theory, it was very simple and, as 
it proved later, absolutely wrong. He imagined that 
it was the Egyptian NationaUsts who were making 
ready to change from scattered assassinations to 
wholesale murder. 

The false dragoman figured, not imnaturally, that 
his predecessor was the active native organizer in 
Upper Egypt; and his chief business, Randall thought, 
had been to arrange a general signal and dole out as 
little money and as few rifles as would serve the turn. 
With this in mind, Randall decided that the story 
about this ship being headed for the Blue Nile 
simply meant that after the Zarguppa had dis- 
tributed whatever rifles remained in her hold she 
would take on board the directors of the insurrection. 
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Then they would send out the signal to those local 
leaders, on the order of the seis-bashi of Assorti. 
After which would come many scattered uprisings 
with much house-burning and murder. 

It was a very pretty picture that Randall had 
schemed out, and if it actually developed might 
easily lead to extraordinary things. 

He imagined that the white man, Hilken, had been 
drawn into the scheme through some finanpial deal; 
but suppositions failed him when he wondered why 
her father had brought the daughter along on such 
an errand. 

The next day, prowling in the cargo hold, he 
barked his shins cruelly over the protruding end of 
a machine gun. He felt the ugly snout twice to 
satisfy his reason, and decided he held information 
that would check the career of the Zarguppa, and 
rescue Elizabeth Hilken from many things. 

At all events, the Egyptian regime must be prodded 
into some sort of reason. The gatlings and rifles 
on the Zarguppa could be confiscated under regula- 
tions that forbade the transport of such articles 
except in government ships. 

Randall put a nail in the main water tank, which 
promptly lost its contents, and escaped the same day 
ashore at the vilayet of Zainer under pretext of pur- 
chasing drinking-water. Once out of sight, the false 
dragoman sent a telegram to Talbot Bimbashi, 
whose headquarters were Sirsteet, some two hundred 
miles up river. 
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So that next morning when the Zarguppa grunted 
into the custom-house slip at Sirsteet, Talbot 
Bimbashi was personally in charge of his seat of 
government. 

Sirsteet is of some consequence from an official 
viewpoint; but from all others it is a blowhole for 
trouble . 

It is here that the Anglo-Egyptian regime gives up 
further pretense of government as entirely futile. 
Hence there is a custom house on the right bank, and 
one demands passports and upsets the boxes and 
trunks of travelers. 

The custom regulations were framed solely with 
an eye to keeping things out of Egypt, particularly 
opium — except such as paid duty. So the Zarguppa, 
had it not been for Randall's telegram to Talbot, 
would have come under no stronger inspection than 
the showing of clearance papers obtained at the 
mouth of the river from the Alexandrian authorities. 

Secure in his dependence on his ally, Randall 
waited impatiently for the hand of the government 
to close down on the conspirators, their rifles, and, 
above all, on the machine guns, of which he had now 
located four. Hilken had been breakfasting while 
the steamer made the landing, but came on deck 
shortly afterward with several documents in his 
hand. 

Randall, hanging over the shoreward railings, 
decided they were passports and a falsified bill of 
lading. This would be handy in case a ship of the 
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Zarguppa^s unusual appearance and so evidently 
heavily loaded should excite interest among the sun- 
baked custom people who alone inhabit Sirsteet in 
July. 

Miss Hilken was with her father and delighted 
at the idea of getting ashore. In the natural course 
of earning his wages, the supposed dragoman lined 
up near the ship-owner in respectful readiness to 
accompany him to the custom office. 

He was wearing a wide white turban with a tan 
silk pelisse; and on the sun-scorched Nile this ac- 
complished wearer of other men's clothing could have 
adopted no costume more apt to fill a woman's eye 
with a sense of picturesque completeness. 

In consequence, Miss Hilken informed her in- 
attentive parent, *'Your Arabian dragoman is a 
good-looking creature, dad.*' 

"He's well set up for a native," was the answer. 

Then the arrival of marines with the chief customs 
examiner of Sirsteet astonished Hilken, and con- 
vinced the rejoicing Randall that the cruise of the 
Zarguppa was at an end. 

He was the more certain, since the inspector 
brought an order for the head of the vessel to report 
in person at the military commandant's headquarters. 

Randall, who was watching Hilken as a cat cons 
a mouse hole, saw the ostensible head of the rifle- 
distributing expedition lose a trifle of his serenity, 
and an ugly look mingled itself with the impatience 
always stamped upon his eyes. 
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Thus far the pretended dragoman recognized the 
results of his own manoeuvers; but it cost Randall 
much of his self-content when he saw that after 
the first moment of displeasure Hilken shrugged his 
shoulders. 

He did not even attempt to bribe the customs 
inspector. This fact puzzled the man watching 
the ship-owner, and he experienced once more the 
sensation of deep waters and a thing he could not 
reach. 

It was a five-minute walk from the Zarguppa^s 
landing to the custom building. Here Hilken and 
his daughter were promptly admitted into the 
private office of the military head. Their dragoman, 
after learning Talbot Bimbashi was at the station 
in person, proceeded to wait outside with the re- 
mainder of the native world that had business in the 
place. 

Nor was John Harrison Randall without reasons 
in his great content, for he knew Talbot was able 
to block the passage of the ZarguppUy and that 
Hilken could only appeal to the authorities at the 
mouth of the river. With the red tape involved, 
that meant weeks of delay and failure for the schemes 
of these distributers of rifles. 

However, it was a very placid couple that emerged 
from the executive chamber of Sirsteet custom 
house. The man greeted the dragoman briefly. 

"Get what we need quickly," was his order, "and, 
above all, plenty and good water. Remember that 

[51] 



THE DRAGOMAN 

from now on there should be nothing to stop for'*; 
and Hilken put twenty five-pound notes in the hand 
of the nonplussed schemer. 

That disconsolate individual stood staring at the 
ship-owner's receding back, until he realized that 
the girl had not gone on. Her eyes studied the 
dragoman curiously through her thick white veil. 

"Are you ill?" she asked, with a certain aloofness 
in voice and manner that struck him with a sudden 
sick sense of how vast a distance the girl put between 
herself and the dragoman whose part John Randall 
played of his own choice. 

Somehow he felt he would never again taste the 
old joy of his unique ability to live the native and 
play the instructed follower of Mohammed. Mean- 
while he muttered denial of illness, and she, also, 
left him. 

"Do you know," said the girl, slowly, as she re- 
joined her impatient father, "our Arabian guide 
has changed in some queer way, and he seems actually 
surprised that we are going on." 

But the man beside her was busily engaged in 
counting over in his mind pounds and pounds of 
gold, the price of fifteen thousand rifles and four 
machine guns in Abyssinia, where the native weapon 
is at best a muzzle-loader that takes potluck after 
the three-hundred-yard sight. So he paid no atten- 
tion to his daughter's observation. 

Meanwhile Randall stood another three minutes 
surrounded by the ruins of his carefully arranged 
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plan, and bitterly cursed Brevet-Major Talbot in 
that he had failed to block the passage of the 
Zarguj)pa. 

It struck Randall as peculiar that with all his 
knowledge, and backed by the regular and the more 
powerful irregular influences, which he had not 
scrupled to use, he had none the less been out- 
witted. Such precision and invulnerability was not 
customary in the planning of the Egyptian Nation- 
alists; beyond assassination, these latter had so far 
shown no special talent. 

As he shook himself clear from the wrecks of his 
scheming, he had a faint sense of something formi- 
dable confronting him somewhere up in the higher 
gloom of the continent into whose little-known heart 
it seemed the game was leading. Its form was 
intangible; and it gave no impression save of a 
power far older than the regime it threatened, and 
which drew its strength from deep down in the heart 
of long-dead things of an ancient land. 

Thus in the bright glare of tropic sunshine, clasp- 
ing tightly the forgotten banknotes in a right hand 
which shook a trifle, John Harrison Randall realized 
that he was embarked upon an enterprise he did not 
in the least understand. 



CHAPTER V 

INTO THE UNKNOWN 

RANDALL had faUed. 
; Despite his elaborate planning» the myste- 
rious ship carrying the flag of Abyssinia was about to 
escape from the land where he controlled in an 
illegal but powerful manner the machinery of 
government. 

With an abrupt movement the dragoman pocketed 
the money which the rifle-seller had shoved into 
his hands and made for the executive chamber of 
the custom office in Sirsteet. In the doorway they 
collided, the disappointed schemer and Talbot 
Bimbashi. 

The little river-guard let slip a hearty oath when 
the two met, while the office force watched hope- 
fully. The least they expected was to behold the 
intruder flee at the point of the Major's riding-boot. 

As a matter of fact, the oath and his rage vanished 
together; and the fascinated spectators caught a 
glimpse of a tall native hustling the head of a great 
department into his own judicial chamber. 

The outside of a quickly shut door robbed them of 
this virion; while inside the room Randall, keeping 
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his fierce grip on Talbot's shoulder, swung the 
smaller man back and forth like a figure in paper. 

"Why did you let them go?" growled the dis- 
gusted one; but only a thick muttering left Talbot's 
dry throat as, with eyes fixed on the dragoman's 
face, his wonder grew and grew, until there was no 
power left in him. 

"That ship is loaded to her side-rails with contra- 
band,'* continued the exasperated exploiter of the 
native world. "She's a fireship that will light a 
blaze to scorch you and your kind from the desert to 
the seacoast," ended John Randall, beating a sort 
of rhythmic punctuation with the vibrating Major, 
while the strength with which he shook the balancing 
soldier increased. 

In dread of suffocation, Talbot drove his fist into 
the pit of the other's stomach. Whereupon Randall 
collapsed into a chair, and the captain of the Upper 
Nile River passes took the word from the speechless 
dragoman. 

"The Zarguppa carries rifles — ^fifteen thousand 
Martini, .58 caliber. They're a lot recently thrown 
out by the American cavalry regiments, and are a 
high-powered, long-sighted sort," declared Major 
Talbot. "Also she has foiur machine guns on 
board." 

He stopped and eyed the gasping intruder with 
some amusement, for the soldier enjoyed the fact 
that he ahready knew the revelations which Randall 
had come so far to tell him. However, he found 
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much surprise but no approval in the dragoman's 
face. 

"Do you propose to let that get by you?'* the 
latter demanded. "For by the powers, if you do, you 
must be mad; it's the only decent explanation," he 
told the river-guardian. 

Some of the satisfaction died out of the bimbashi's 
face. 

"I had no choice as to that," he answered; "but 
you were entirely mistaken in yomr telegram saying 
these things are being smuggled. Their cargo bill 
is honest, and the entire lot was approved and re- 
shipped through the main office in Alec," finished 
the Major — the last being service talk for Alex- 
andria. 

To all of which Randall had but the one answer. 
"These people must be stopped," he persisted, and 
was about to give further reasons for blocking the 
Zarguppa when the Major produced a heavy blue 
paper. 

Randall recalled having seen the thing in Hilken's 
hand before leaving the steamer. Now he read, 
and gave it back in silence. 

For the moment that pertinacious individual 
found no argument for his own way that sounded 
plausible even to himself. The paper was in the 
cryptic writing of a famous British statesman; and 
it commanded provision for an American — Sverg 
Hilken — who (set forth the document) was on his 
way to deliver rifles and guns to the government of 
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Abyssinia. All of which had been fully explained 
to and approved by the British home authorities. 

Randall gloomily digested his new facts. With 
people who accomplished things of this sort it was 
small wonder that, having stumbled into the middle 
of the delicately wrought and far-reaching intrigue, 
he had simply wandered about like a child, under- 
standing neither the true end nor the resources of his 
opponent. 

Talbot was watching the pretended dragoman 
ciuiously. 

In his heart he believed Randall was altogether 
wrong, and that his ally's prolonged immersion in 
the native life and methods of thought had over- 
balanced him a bit. 

Talbot had seen several high-class men go that 
road, and knew its ending. He was fond of Randall, 
so he shuddered a trifle with a quick chill, even in 
the fumacelike temperature of his office. 

"Take a brandy," suggested the river captain, 
opening a cupboard; "also come and bunk with me 
awhile, and let those folk go where they like, as 
long as they don't turn back again." 

Despite a carefully nursed indifference, the 
Major's anxiety for him was evident enough to 
Randall. 

"Don't be a fool," implored the bimbashi, w!ho 
smiled vacantly and drank the brandy poured out 
for the other man. 

Meanwhile the latter was explaining his own 
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point of view; but he seemed to lose suddenly most 
of his excitement. 

"'The people at home naturally know nothing of 
our conditions," he declared, contemptuously; "but 
in Cairo certainly they should have known enough 
to stop this man. What's his reason for traveling 
to Addis Abeba by way of the Blue Nile, when it's 
fifty days shorter by Suez?" 

"The rifles and machine guns are for an army 
corps the Abyssinians are getting together in their 
hill country near Gondar, and the new way is said 
to be shorter," explained the Major, and added, 
"I presume you know the circumstances of the 



case." 



Randall interposed an absolute n^ative, and 
Talbot outlined. 

"Hilken is an American who has made money 
handling second-hand army stuflf. He buys largely 
from our people, and has a good reputation with the 
home authorities, hence the unusual favor of the 
letter he carried, which I kept to justify my own 
actions." 

The deadly tired bimbashi dropped into his desk 
chair and motioned the listener into another. This 
was declined, and Talbot went on rapidly, blinking 
up into the interested face of the pretended drago- 



man. 



It seems Hilken, with his bargains in military 
furniture, has done business with Haiti, Persia, the 
Chinese revolutionists and about all the fourth- 
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rate governments who are forced to bargains of tliis 
sort. His present deal," the Major concluded, 
"was made with an Abyssinian functionary called 
Randa or Wanda Pasha. Half the money was paid 
in Paris, and the rest will be given over when the 
rifles are unloaded up the Blue Nile in Abyssinia." 

"The man's a liar!" broke in the listener, with a 
new access of excitement. "I tell you, Talbot, I 
know one single fact that puts this whole story out 
of joint; and you will see those rifles again if you 
don't grip them now. Only the next time they 
arrive there will be some queer-colored individuals 
carrying them with a century-old thirst for white 
blood and an incurable love of murder." 

The Major heard him, imconvinced. The rifles 
and machine guns were going out of Egypt, and 
Randall's prophecy that they would return in a state 
of active eruption failed to impress the soldier. 
There was small possibility of the black emperor 
of Abyssinia's beginning a career of conquest, least 
of all by the way of British-ruled Egypt. 

As for the delver in native mysteries, he hoisted 
up the final shot he had in his locker and proceeded 
to fire it below his opponent's water line. This 
was the secret distribution of rifles throughout 
Egyptian towns from the cargo on the Zarguppa. 
With this single fact Randall hoped to show the 
crookedness of the alleged rifle merchant's tale 
about the Blue Nile and the Negus, It would make 
Talbot Bimbashi as anxious to seize Hilken's cargo 
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as he was now anxious to get him past the southern 
frontier. 

Of this he had no proof as yet beyond hearsay 
evidence, and for that only the words ci a half- 
drunken Turk. The folly of asking Major Talbot 
to chance his reputation on such grounds suddenly 
came home to Randall and shut his mouth. Then 
it occurred to the meditating schemer that Talbot 
himself was the man who could supply illuminating 
facts. 

"Tell me,** he demanded abruptly, "how many 
rifles did the man's list call for?** And as the fron- 
tier guardian answered "Fifteen thousand " Randall 
gripped him on the shoulder. "And how many does 
he happen to ha^ on board?'* he asked. 

Whereat the other lost a trifle of his smoothness 
and leaned over to hunt the neglected statement 
handed in by the customs inspector who had been at 
work on board the Zarguppa. 

"Eight thousand rifles," reported Major Talbot, 
slowly. "In consequence of their apparent frank- 
ness and the letter from the authorities in London, 
I never thought of checking them; but they have 
eight thousand rifles only — ^now." And the fires of 
suspicion began to light in the soldier's narrowed 
gray eyes. "They billed fifteen thousand rifles at 
Alexandria and they check only eight thousand 
here,** repeated Major Talbot, as he stood up along- 
^aide his openly triumphant opponent with the in- 
mMction report in his hand. 
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"And where are those seven thousand that were, 
but are not?" asked Randall. And when the other 
man shrugged ignorance, the masquerader in native 
parts explained his theory. 

The bimbashi listened, but he shook his head 
in answer to the proposal to seize Hilken's steamer. 
Nevertheless, he went so far as to ask "Have you 
any proofs?" 

"Not here and not ready," Randall was forced to 
admit. 

"The thing looks queer," confessed his ally, re- 
gretfully, "but I daren't touch the man's ship. 
Because we can check only eight thousand is not 
sufficient reason for such an extraordinary use of 
power in the face of the Home Office letter. He has 
properly arranged papers to pass with fifteen thou- 
sand rifles, which are equally good for eight thou- 
sand; and if it is a crooked game he will have a 
good reason ready for us." 

Whatever he believed himself to know, Randall 
was forced to admit the justice of Major Talbot's 
position. 

In his distress he began prowling aimlessly about 
the judicial chamber of the custom house, his hands 
swimg loosely behind him, head projected well 
forward, unseeing eyes that stared straight ahead of 
them — lost in a supreme effort to find a reason in it 
all. In the end he decided that the moment of in- 
surrection would probably be held in check so long 
as he kept the real dragoman shut up in Assorti 
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barracks. Also he and Nashti could easily enough 
desert from the Zarguppa. 

But to desert the Zarguppa now was one way of 
stating the proposition that he should abandon the 
woman who was on the vessel. 

Once more the vision of a girl in white shut his 
eyes to his actual surroundings. Was she to go on 
alone, when John Randall knew there could have 
been no mistaking the evil meaning of the seis- 
bashi of Assorti in his repeated references to her 
certain fate when the Zarguppa reached her mys- 
terious destination? Randall was certain of one 
thing : here was a scheme that had been long planned, 
and costing much money. The man who was count- 
ering his single wit against the tremendous game m 
this his hour of indecision and defeat, paid just tribute 
to the exquisite planning of it all. 

And in the countless intertwinings of plots and 
counterplots there had so far been but one mis- 
chance. The man called Kros Constant was miss- 
ing; more than that, in his place was John Randall, 
a trifle frightened, perhaps, but none the less bitter- 
ly determined that the rifle-seller's daughter was to 
return unharmed out of the land of unclean things. 

So that to let the girl proceed alone meant what 
the false dragoman did not care to face, and there 
was nothing to do but travel with her. 

"Good-by,** he told the impassive looker-on; "I 
shall keep with the ship until I get such evidence 
as will warrant you to interfere. Down here there 
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is just one thing to do — perhaps the most important 
of all, and easy." 

Talbot nodded entire willingness, and Randall 
continued. 

"I sent a man dressed as a hodja to Desmond to 
be locked up — ^hold him; lawful or otherwise, hold 
that man, if you have any Christian charity for me." 

"Certainly," promised the wondering head of the 
Anglo-Egyptian River Police. "Who is he?" 

"I think he is the devil," confessed the discomfited 
schemer against native plots. "At all events, he is 
the man who has given out seven thousand rifles. 
He knows what I want to know and what I don't 
believe even this rifle-seller knows. In fact, it's my 
opinion that he's the real god in the pit and the 
sacred messenger of Islam." 

With which little-understood explanation Randall 
gripped Talbot's hand strongly and left in search 
of the extra provisions demanded by Sverg Hilken 
for his steamship, the Zargujrpa. 

As for Talbot Bimbashi, he called up a sergeant 
and twenty men and sent them hurrying toward the 
Zarguppd's landing-place. Then he wrote to Lieu- 
tenant Desmond at Assorti and ordered him to lock 
up, under double guard and until further notice, the 
man dressed as a hodja and arrested originally on 
Randall's request. 

The head of the frontier guard put the letter into 

. the special red-edged envelope that denotes military 

orders of the highest emergency, and sent it to catch 
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the Mediterranean express, then blowing for the 
water tower of Sirsteet. After which he made a 
round of stables, where an outbreak of "rashtus" 
was decimating his animals by the brutal process of 
swelling the horses' mouths so that the brutes died 
of starvation with the mangers full of "alfa." It is 
another of the plagues of Egypt, which to-day num- 
ber twelve, being a gain of two over the time of 
Moses. 

He returned to his quarters in time to receive a 
red-bordered envelope from that same Desmond 
of Assorti, who had written : 

I am worried about our friend Randall, who some 
time ago asked to have a native locked up; but the chap 
got away next day, taking three of his jailers with him. 
Most extraordinary affair; but I am more worried over 
Randall, who has never reappeared. 

I'm sure he has tumbled into some native trap, and 
you know what that means for any white man. His 
boat is still here, and the crew deny knowledge of him. 
I have put six marines in her and would like instructions. 

This communication brought dismay to Talbot, 
for the only man whom Randall had seemed to dread 
was no longer locked up in the one hundred square 
feet of prison room in Assorti. The Major's first 
impulse was to send word to the tmlucky exploiter 
of the native world. 

Second thoughts convinced him that it might 
lead to his ally's betrayal. So he decided to keep 
his hands off. 



CHAPTER VI 

BEHIND THE MUMMY CASE 

THAT same evening found the Zargujrpa getting 
up into the Soudan, headed for Khartoum, 
where the clear waters of the impetuous Blue Nile 
swing into unison with the placid currents of its 
gigantic white brother. 

Aboard her were the twenty men from the rank 
and file of Talbot Bimbashi's river marines. These 
had appeared with a note for Hilken stating that 
courtesy was due to the bearer of so strong a recom- 
mendation from the British home authorities. Also 
Talbot intimated that they should be dropped at 
Khartoum. At which things the rifle-seller seemed 
pleased, and ordered the dragoman to have the men 
shown quarters in the forecastle. Their sergeant 
during the process conveyed a note into Randall's 
palm. 

The men may be useful,*' Talbot had written, 

and have orders to obey you. I dare not send 
them farther than Khartoum, as the rest is foreign 
territory." 

There was no signature, but it carried a certain 
comfort to Randall. 
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'*Keep still and watch," he told their sergeant, and, 
except for smoking furiously, the twenty little men 
obeyed orders perfectly. 

By dawn they were a hundred miles up the river 
and touching that point where the Nile, having gone 
south from its double mouth in a far straighter line 
than is customary in African affairs, either natural 
or human, proceeds to embroider across the face of 
the country a capital "S" in type some four hundred 
miles high. Through which mighty letter the 
thirtieth degree of longitude passes midway. 

Whereupon the green bend of the river first makes 
a huge dent into the Nubian Desert, and next bulges 
far over toward the Red Sea country. Where the 
spirit of Mother Nile makes ready to throw off her 
single instance of wandering the river touches 
Khartoum. 

It was at Khartoum that Randall lost the twenty 
marines and began to play his hand alone, for here 
the rifle-sellers turned southeast, away from the 
Nile proper, and got clear of the white man and all 
his works. 

Now, ever since leaving Sirsteet the false drago- 
man had become conscious of a sensation of being 
watched. It appeared to him that he was never 
absolutely alone, and at night he found himself 
starting from his bunk with arms grasping at some 
elusive presence which defied both his definition and 
detection^ 

After two nights of such remarkable behavior on 
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his own part he recalled the anxiety of Major 
Talbot, who had certainly suggested at Sirsteet that 
Randall had slipped over the nerve limit and become 
the victim of delusive, not to say insane ideas. 

After a more or less fair review of the facts as he 
knew them Randall decided that so far he had not 
suflfered seriously either from the climate, destruc- 
tive to white-blood nerve and brain cells, or from 
his immersion in that native life, so demoralizing 
to the white man who has strayed beyond his 
place. 

And if his reasoning was correct, there must be 
some commonplace groimds for his eternally haunted 
sensation. 

Now it was precisely when he was supposed to be 
most alone — namely, in his cabin — that the sense of 
surveillance was strongest. He began, then, a 
minute survey of this sleeping-compartment of his, 
wherein unknown and foreign devils were taking 
strange liberties with the intruding white man's 
nerve capacities. 

Owing to bad ventilation, the Zarguppa had no 
wooden doors below decks; and the entrance to 
Randall's cabin was hung over with a curtain made 
from a straw mesh. As an evident afterthought 
somebody had cut a port-hole five inches square in 
the ship's side and procured for this engine-deck 
cabin a supply of daylight. 

In the way of outfit there was a low-framed ar- 
rangement, half divan and half bed, and a table. 
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In the comer across from the bed stood a mummy 
case, asserted to contain the remains of a once famous 
king. 

The thing had been bought by Sverg Hilken as 
the traditional souvenir of a sojourn in Egypt; and 
it was in the dragoman's cabin because Elizabeth 
Hilken had resolutely refused place in her apartments 
to any dead body, even that of a monarch departed 
long before the Greeks made sacrifice under the walls 
of Troy. However, Randall possessed none of the 
girl's sensitiveness toward mummies. 

As a conscientious Egyptologist he had studied 
the mummy cult and the secrets of the lost art 
whereby an ancient folk transmitted their dead 
across the abyss of an unrecorded time. 

The specimen in his cabin evidently inclosed a 
tall example of the old Nilotic race, for its peaked top 
was six feet and a half from the flooring. Determined 
to leave no possibility untouched, he wrenched open 
the mummy box, but found nothing more remarkable 
than the usual spicy smell and a first-class sample of 
twenty-second-dynasty workmanship. 

The personage by his cartouches had been one of 
the lot that had rided Egypt during the five himdred 
years following the Jewish Exodus. By the prayer 
signs on the edges of his mummy bands he had 
worshiped, in orthodox fashion, Ra in his three 
divine forms of the Rising, the Setting, and the 
Noonday sun. 

But if to Randall the Egyptologist the royal 
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Sera Fennines had scant interest, just behind the 
case the dragoman chanced on traces of a far more 
recent activity that pinned him pensive against the 
wall of his cabin. 

The mummy box, being pushed hard against the 
ship's side, left a space eighteen inches wide between 
the case and the partition. In the thick dust ac- 
cumulated here Randall made out several fresh 
impressions of a naked foot. 

His first sensation was contentment that it had 
not been nerves; and that he was not on the edge 
of a mental snap. Then followed the unpleasing 
conviction that his impersonation of the messenger 
of Islam was laiown to somebody on the ship. 

As he leaned over the clearly marked prints of feet 
in the dust, he noticed a certain resemblance to those 
he himself had made in the room. With an in- 
volimtary movement he put his unstockinged feet 
down into the tracks behind the mummy case. 

Toe for toe, the foot and the footprint tallied; 
the swelling curve on the outer edge, the line run- 
ning into the arch, the round of the heel — to a hair 
Randall had fitted his own bare foot into the print 
in the dust before him. 

A dull sense of dismayed hopelessness took pos- 
session of him, for he felt he could no longer combat 
the facts in his case. 

It was with a veritable despair he admitted that 
it must have been he himself who had occasioned 
his own wild nights of unrest. 
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With an unsteady hand he administered a triple 
dose of mercury, for this woidd at least restore some 
of his lost physical "morale." Then he moodily 
spent the remainder of the afternoon testing his 
temperature and seeking additional symptoms from 
his ragged nerves. He was still fretting when 
Hilken sent for him. 

When he entered the main salon Elizabeth was 
finishing coffee and thought to get out of the room 
with a brief nod in response to the three salaams 
native custom required from the dragoman. She 
found, however, her exit blocked by the behavior of 
her maid, who, after a survey of the new-comer's 
face, dropped the deck cloak she carried and hastened 
to fall on her knees before Randall. 

Hilken and his daughter were astoimded by the 
behavior of the latter's maid servant, and the drago- 
man's embarrassment was painfully in evidence. 

None of these things occupied Nashti, who held 
hard to his hand. 

"By Allah, Effendi," cried the dancer, "your face 
is set like one who goes to the City of the Dead! 

"My lord is sick," went on Nashti, "and it is only 
I who can be trusted to wait upon him; let the 
rifle-seller's daughter tend her own raiment," ended 
the Egyptian, with a smile that showed how little 
she fancied her first engagement at waiting on an- 
other woman. 

Meanwhile the unhappy Randall attempted to 

he9,d back this torrent of words. 
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"Get up!" he ordered, in the Arabic patois the 
dancing-girl was using. "You forget that I am the 
dragoman and a servant in the thoughts of these 
two, whose secret we are searching and whose hands 
we mean some day to tie together." 

But the other was terrified by the appearance of 
John Randall's sallow coimtenance, and broke out 
in open rebellion. It was with no little bitterness 
that, dropping his hand, she demanded: 

"Why, then, does my lord serve this man, who is 
a small person and of no importance? And yet, 
perhaps" — ^here she regarded Elizabeth with un- 
friendly eyes — "it is not him you would injure so 
much as you would serve her." 

Randall's one wish was to get her and Elizabeth 
out of the main cabin. 

Go, wait on the woman," he said, persuasively, 
for it is me, and not her, you serve. Tell her you 
were ill and frightened, for if they find out who we 
are they will certainly kill us." And so, at last, 
he got her out on deck. 

But the mistress was granted no explanation of 
any sort, either then or later, from the maid, whose 
opal-tinged hands had begun to tremble with a de- 
sire to shut down on the unusual whiteness of 
Elizabeth Hilken's throat. 

The rifle-seller had viewed the incident with 
cynical amusement, albeit a bit annoyed that the 
dragoman did not arrange his private aflfairs in 
some other place than the main salon. 
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The dragoman answered his employer's question- 
ing eye with a weary shrug. 

"The girl is foolishly homesick, and begs to be 
sent back," he explained. "I have told her it is 
impossible now, but that we wiU do it soon." 

"So that's what she was up to," was the only 
comment of the rifle-seller, as he ran a meditative 
glance over his salaaming courier. "What's your 
own trouble?" he continued. "You look anything 
but healthy yourself," he added, good-naturedly. 
"Not homesick, also, M. Constant? The Blue Nile 
is a bad place for nostalgia patients, I'm thinking, 
except, maybe" — with another broad grin — "river 
hogs and alligators." 

Then the American proceeded to try to forget the 
troublesome native assistants that the job and his 
errand demanded, and fell to an intelligent enjoy- 
ment of an ancient-looking brierwood pipe. At 
which time there fell over the dismayed Randall a 
strong desire to throw away his native mask and 
talk to the unsuspecting Hilken as one white man 
to another. 

It is doubtful i{ the mere fear of death could have 
cut thus far into the inner mechanism of the false 
messenger of Islam; but the horror was on him, lest 
he was going mad in his native disguise and would so 
be irrevocably lost to that upper world whence he 
had strayed in Assorti at a time which now seemed 
indefinitely remote. 

As he stood facing Hilken he felt himself once 
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more gripped between the two paws of his dread of 
madness. Something of the terror that was in him 
must have looked out at the other man as the thick, 
soapy water of the fever sweat rained down from his 
forehead. 

The American watched him, fascinated for a 
moment, and made characteristic answer. 

"What's the trouble, man?'* he demanded, thick- 
ly, having felt the contagion of the extreme fright 
in front of him and producing in a fine smgle move- 
ment two revolvers from his wide, loose trousers. 
"Is it the crew?'* he questioned, coming close to 
Randall, whose nerve, after a desperate battle, was 
returning in great waves. 

"The brutes have been getting a trifle ugly," went 
on Hilken, savagely, "and when we get to their 
real master they shall pay for it. I sent for you to 
say that four of them had the audacity to come 
into my own section to^ay." 

And, as the dragoman ventured no answer, the 
American made a hurried roimd of the main table. 

"You must keep them under hand better," he rattled 
on, "for we are in any man's country up here; and 
above all," ejacidated the wrathful Hilken, "don't 
look as you did a minute ago. Why, you looked 
scared to death, and with a crew like this lot, to look 
frightened is plain suicide." 

The dragoman had himself back in hand once 
more, and came close to the excited rifle-seller. 

"I've a touch of fever, and I'm not frightened," 
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he explained, "and the men shall be put back in 
their own place. Also, if you could kindly shoot 
one or two the next time they come in here it would 
help; as for me, I've taken medicine and will be 
all right to-morrow.** 

"That*s better,** conmiented the anxious head of 
the expedition, who remembered that, apart from his 
table steward and Nashti, it was only the dragoman 
who coidd understand his French. 

Except these four, all on the Zarguppa talked 
Turkish or some Arabic dialect. Wherefore the 
American took another anxious look at Randall's 
face and disappeared. 

"You look damn bad, M. Constant,'* he fired 
back through the doorway of the steward's pantry, 
"I'll have some brandy in for you.** And he pro- 
ceeded to make a noise as of bottles and glassware 
being tossed about. 

With a weary gesture the other man swept out 
his upturned palms in true Eastern contempt of any 
and all things. Then he noticed that Elizabeth 
Hilken had failed to follow her maid to the main 
deck. 

With her strong, slender hands pressed hard down 
on the far end of the table, the girl was studying the 
dragoman with eyes every whit as shrewd, if by no 
means so hard, as the light-blue orbs of her parent. 

"You are not sick, and it is not the crew,'* she 
was saying to him. "Moreover, you are not a cow- 
ard. Only a brave man could have put away trouble 
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as you managed to do two minutes ago/* she con- 
tinued, with increasing warmth in her voice, "Don*t 
you think you had better tell us what it's all about 
—have we the plague in the ship?" 

"No/* said the nonplussed Randall; ** there is 
no plague on board/' 

For a moment Elizabeth dropped the subject of 
Randall's conduct. 

** The serving-woman you f oimd for us in Assorti 
evidently saw something in your face before we did/' 
she said. "Her anxiety on your accoimt was quite 
apparent/' tended Miss Hilken, with a delicate malice 
that brought a fleck of color into the dragoman's 
face. 

He made a negative gesture and a declining shoul- 
der shrug, but the girl did not seem to see them. 

"Certainly she must have served in curious 
places/' Elizabeth continued, emphatically. "Only 
this morning I found her on top of the steering box 
smoking and singing a sort of doggerel to the crew 
boys. You must admit that's rather strange in a 
lady's maid." 

Miss Hilken eyed the disconcerted dragoman with 
a smile that somehow did not convey the impression 
of amusement on her part. 

"You are quite sure," she ended, shrewdly, "you 
hate not brought me a pasha's daughter by mis- 
take?" 

"The ^1 is like all such in this country," parried 
the worried Randall, adding, truthfully enough, 
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"She was the best I could do in such an emergency. 
If she has been neglectful, I will tell her so." 

"Please don't scold her on account of what I have 
said/* requested Miss Hilken, with a sudden hard- 
ening of the lines around her mouth. "It is not 
uninteresting to be waited on by so singular a 
person. Won't you say what the real trouble is 
that has upset you?" she ended, abruptly; and with 
a little jerk he came to and realized that the talk of 
Nashti had been a mere marking of time on the 
girl's part. 

Then, as he made more denials, she answered with 
a quaintly expressive gesture of unbelief in him and 
went out to her chair on the main deck. 



CHAPTER VII 

THE MUMMY-MAKER 

I 

THE rifle-seller got back to the ship's salon with 
wrath written large all over hina. 

"The steward's asleep below," he growled, "and, 
what's more important, the big brandy demijohn is 
as empty as my hand. That's what the crew boys 
were after to-day, and they've drawn oflP the lot, a 
full ten quarts — enough to make a shipload of 
Mussulmans as dnmk as swine." 

Randall realized that this was ominous behavior, 
while Hilken made the round of the table with 
imeven strides, and presently burst out with: 

"I tell you there's trouble brewing, M. Constant, 
and it's necessary to take strong measures if we're 
not to have mutiny on board." 

After which he proceeded to give advice and or- 
ders to the unheeding Randall, who was absorbed 
in thoughts of his own condition. This fear pos- 
sessed him completely when he came out of the 
main salon and found himself in the compart- 
ment with the mummy box, behind which he had 
found the tracks of naked feet. 

It was long past the hour at which he usually got 
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iato his btmk; but this night he lingered outside it. 
As a matter of fact, he was afraid of the arrival of 
the"sleep which seemed to rob liim of all self-control. 

It was a most unpleasant thought this, of turning 
into a night-walking lunatic engaged in the imholy 
occupation of scaring himself half to death. 

Twice the unfortunate seeker after native truths 
got into his bunk, and crawled out again to relight 
the electric bulb swung over his cushions. The 
second time he found something mucky on his chin, 
which inspection showed was blood, dripping slowly 
from where he had put his upper teeth through his 
thin lower lip. 

Then he was truly sorry for himself and sought 
a means to occupy his thoughts. After a couple 
of gloomy prowls around the outer corridor he gave 
a thankful grunt and sprang into iiis cabin. He 
had decided to set a trap for no less a personage 
than John Bandall when he should recommence 
his sleep-walking and his dreaming terrors. More- 
over, he knew the way to do it — a sure method, 
cunning, silent, and perfectly fitted to his own 
purposes. 

In front of his cabin was run the insulated electric 
Jig that fed power into the "donkey" required 

I load in fuel for the main engines. He jerked 

thirty feet of it, and slit the wires of the 

,iidescent lamp. Then, in the ensuing 

, lie ^^pliced onto the fine wire the heavier 

beloiigbg to the fuel engine. 
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This latter he fixed finally on the floor at the 
opening of the narrow space behind the mummy 
case. He skinned oflF several inches of the insulation 
and adjusted the bared ends two inches apart. 
After which he turned on the current and put his 
foot on the wire; whereupon he gave a choking 
cough and jumped ten inches high. 

He inspected the burnt foot with the pleasing 
certainty that, if he should start prowling around, he 
stood a splendid chance of being waked up. Finally 
he looped the remainder of the wire around the 
iron water pipe along the top of the corridor. 

Then 'for the first time in several nights, he 
tinned in with a contented frame of mind, and some- 
thing resembling natural slumber descended like a 
curtain over his fagged brain cells. 

An hour later the man was dreaming. He im- 
agined that Elizabeth Hilken and himself were run- 
ning away from myriads of black fiends who were 
many feet high and inexpressibly ugly. Fortunately, 
the dream-god supplied Randall with a dirigible bal- 
loon thoughtfully tied to a palm tree in Central 
Africa. This seemed natural and convenient, and he 
found himself climbing into the balloon basket with 
the girl in his arms. The gas bag shot skyward 
like a rifle bullet. The black giants vanished, and 
Randall and Elizabeth Hilken were alone in the 
balloon. He would have foimd this a pleasant 
way to spend a lifetime if only the sun had not 
been so bright. The balloon made straight for the 
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heart of the sun, and the heat and glare became 
blinding. Evidently they were lost, and she put 
her arms about the dragoman's neck — he was stiU 
a dragoman — and . . . 

Randall woke with a shout, to find his cabin 
flooded with an intense light emanating from the 
bulb swung over his bed. For several seconds he 
confused this with the radiance which had poured 
from the sun of his dreams. 

Then a choking sound made him look over toward 
the mummy case, where he thought he saw him- 
self, knife in hand, struggling with an invisible 
enemy. 

Now it is not a pleasant thing to wake in the 
night and decide that you have gone insane; few 
men have had it happen and come back to tell the 
tale. As Randall lay on his cot and looked across 
the cabin to watch this midnight image of himself 
fighting the empty air he tasted the first fruits of 
madness. 

Then, with a sobbing laugh, he reared up on the 
bunk and threw himself toward the thing in the 
corner of the room. 

As he clutched at it the light went down, and he 
found himself caught in an electric current that 
took the strength out of his bones and left him 
chained to its other victim. 

However, the feel of flesh and blood, together 
with the shock of the mighty current, saved his 
reason. The man in his grasp proved, to his amaze- 
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ment, to be his double, that individual whom he 
had believed locked up in the Assorti marine bar- 
racks. 

This time he had come with the fullest intent to 
cut his impersonator's throat, and had been three- 
quarters electrocuted, because Randall, after test- 
ing his trap, had wrapped the end of the wire around 
the water pipe in the corridor. Left to itself, this 
hurriedly coiled wire had proceeded leisurely to un- 
curl itself and had twined round the cable that went 
up to feed the cabin and deck lights. 

Bad wiring and a cracked insulation had made a 
first-class connection. So when the prowler in 
Randall's cabin put his foot on the naked ends of 
the electric trap he had simply short-circuited with 
his body ninety-five per cent, of the steamer's main 
current. Evidently he had been nearly caught a 
number of times before by the light-sleeping and 
badly frightened Randall, but had hitherto found 
refuge behind the mummy case. 

Both men were speechless from the current that 
was racing through them. Randall, who had caught 
his double by the wrist holding the knife, swayed 
forward and backward until their weight tore Con- 
stant's foot oflP the wires. 

As the connection broke the lamp tinned black 
and they went to the floor in a fighting heap. The 
affair at once dwindled to a struggle for control of 
the knife in Constant's right hand. Fortunately 
for Randall, his enemy was underneath and badly 
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weakened by his earlier exposure to the undivided 
eflFeet of the big current. 

The knife in the genuine dragoman's hand grad- 
ually turned downward toward its owner's breast. 
For some seconds the weapon hung an inch from the 
lower man's body, while Randall threw everj'^ ounce 
of power and every pound of weight in him onto 
the Egyptian's straining wrist. 

With a sobbing sigh the breath of the under man 
sang plaintively, and his arm went limp like bamboo 
grass. Then Randall's body dropped hard on the 
knife in their joined hands. Once sure of his vic- 
tory, the Englishman had made a perfectly useless 
effort to hold back. At its next beat, the heart of 
Kros Constant opened out, sending two gushy spurts 
into the conqueror's face before he could roll away. 

The injured man swung over hard on his left side. 
Then the heart stopped its action; the dying brain 
still saw the last fading pictures of its consciousness, 
and then — ^f or all practical purposes — ^Kros Constant, 
dragoman, was as dead as Pharaoh. 

The victor would have given six months of his 
own uncertain life to have prolonged that of his 
enemy ten minutes — ^long enough to have made sure 
of a few facts. For, according to Randall's latest 
theory — namely, that Sverg Hilken was a trapped 
individual— it had been Kros Constant, Islam's 
true Messenger, who alone had any knowledge of 
the real destination of the valuably loaded Zarguppa. 

If for a moment he had thought to get the secret 
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object of this rifle-distributing voyage from the 
man who so exactly resembled the son and heir of 
old Randall Pasha, the chance, such as it was, had 
gone with the life of the man on the floor. Where- 
upon Randall roused himself to a vivid realization of 
the fact that he had a dead man in his cabin. 

A quick study of the wound in the body gave 
ample explanation of Constant's practically instant 
death. The knife had opened the entire left breast, 
and he had suffered nothing. 

*The victor made no observations of a humanitarian 
sort, for he was possessed by the more primitive 
impulse of self-preservation. It was certain that at 
least one other man must know of the true drago- 
man's presence in the ship. Some one must have 
hidden him and provided him with food since the 
boat left Khartoum, always supposing that he had 
not come on board as far back as Sirsteet. 

Randall had no method of knowing just when the 
man he had locked up in Assorti had escaped, or 
just when he had managed to get back on the Zar- 
guppa. He was sure of one thing only: the real 
messenger had been back in Randairs cabin on sev- 
eral nights. 

He had probably wanted some clue to his enemy's 
identity, and had been prevented from cutting his 
throat by the thought that the job would be safer 
with Talbot's marines out of the way, and the ven- 
geance all the sweeter for having been deferred so 
long. 

[83] 



THE DRAGOMAN 

Realizing these things, the victor in the struggle 
understocxl that any minute might bring wild, brown 
faces on either side of his straw-woven portiere. 

What Randall needed was to find some scheme 
to get rid of the body. He eyed it dismally where 
it lay between the cot and the mmmny case. 

The moment he emerged from the uncertain se- 
curity of his own cabin he ran an almost sure risk 
of discovery. Whereas, five seconds on deck would 
sufiSce to send the dead man overboard. 

Down the corridor, fifteen feet away, opened the 
double door of the engine-room and the stokehole; 
but an engineer and six fire boys were always on 
duty. Beyond lay the ladder of the companion- 
way that ended in the sleeping quarters of the crew. 
Here two-thirds of the men were packed so snugly 
that in broad day it would have been a neat job to 
work one's way through without treading on an 
ear or two. 

Consequently Randall abandoned as sheer mad- 
ness the thought of trying to get on deck with the 
body in his arms. He had no shawl or rug big 
enough to wrap the thing in. Sheet, of course, no 
Nile dragoman ever saw — ^at least, not on his bed, 
although his women folk may daily be seen in pub- 
lic shrouded in the nearest thing to a sheet to be 
encountered in a native quarter. 

Staring through the five-inch peephole in the side 
of the cabin, he saw the high first light of the dawn 
strike the wind clouds in the east. At the most he 
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could count on an hour or two before the day 
came. 

He thought of the crew boys and shivered slightly 
as he leaned there watching the dawn grow. For 
this lot of coffee-skinned Moslems knew thoroughly 
that the rifle steamer had run the dread gantlet 
of the white man's places, and was at last in the 
country of no man's land. 

It was the vengeance of the crew then that 
Randall dreaded — that crew which had so far ab- 
stained from open revolt, because the dragoman — 
real ruler of the situation — ^had given no sign. If 
the crew recognized the dead body of the real Mes- 
senger of El Islam, Randall had a vision of what had 
once been himself being swept carefully together, 
to be tossed over to rejoicing crocodiles. 

He set his teeth into the marks on his lower lip 
and jumped with the sting of it.. Then he sat on 
the edge of his cot and smoked in huge breaths that 
soothed his angry nerve centers. 

Finally he decided that it was impossible to get 
Ej*os Constant's body on deck without running 
ninety-nine chances in the hundred of being caught. 
The remaining one chance of getting through, he 
figured, was not worth taking. 

Always allowing that the dead man was not 
watched and waited for, the body might be con- 
cealed for thirty-six hours, after which the hot cli- 
mate would insure speedy detection. So the vic- 
tor's own life depended on ridding himself of his 
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victim, and yet it seemed an impossible thing 
to do. 

The tiny cabin was af og with tobacco smoke, while 
Randall vacantly translated the middle-period hiero- 
glyphics cmmingly wrought on the outer wrappings 
of the munmiy case of Pharaoh Sera Fermines. 
Then his glance went aglow in a sudden, acute 
consideration of the ancient receptacle of the 
dead. 

It appeared to John Randall that his superior 
knowledge of the mummy craft offered a loophole 
of escape. The mummy case, being the inner coflSn 
of the dead king, was made of cypress board two 
inches thick, and joined with an exactness that, 
aided by a coating of pitch, had produced an air- 
tight compartment. 

The thing was washed a light pink outside, and a 
yellow ocher within, and, like all better-class Osirian 
mummy cases, it followed the outlines of a human 
form. It was sprinkled over with double-headed 
hawks, "Uta" eyes to watch against evil spirits, 
winged lions with Sphinx heads, and such like pomp 
of death fancied by old Egypt. 

Which things the trained eye of the Egyptologist 
noted mechanically as he conned over the necessity 
of getting rid of his dead enemy. 
. Then with skilled hands he fetched out the old 
monarch and undid the cunningly wrought folds 
bound together with the wisdom of a long-vanished 
era. In twenty minutes the task was done^ and all 
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that remained of Sera Fennines lay bare of the 
protecting linen. 

Randall gazed on the tall old king with an interest 
that his own imminent risk could not kill. It 
had been a strong face with near-set eyes and a 
great, beaked nose. The ears had been bored for 
jewels — wide flat ears, standing far out from the head, 
and now of the color and consistency of leather. 

Even as he looked at it the hot air attacked this 
bit of human clay. Its sharp, curved outlines 
crumbled, and the stem features vanished into dust. 

Next that ardent Egyptologist, John Harrison 
Randall, added to his other sins that of classic 
sacrilege by proceeding to trample upon the re- 
mains of Pharaoh. Presently there was nothing left 
but a badly crumbled skull and several pounds of 
yellowish powder. 

These remnants of a king the busy workman shot 
through the hole in the ship's side. After which he 
enjoyed another cigarette and wiped the sweat oflP 
his head and neck with the mummy clothes. 

Then followed a stealthy trip to the pitch bin, 
where the half -molten stuff was kept so that the crew 
could fill the cracks which the intense heat daily 
opened on deck. Randall brought back the water 
bucket full, and with a wry grimace began his task 
of stripping Constant's body. 

He took oflf the real dragoman a belt of Turkish 
leather engraved with prayer signs, and from an 
inside pocket he extracted a slip of thin paper and 
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a small flat package done up in silk. The im- 
personator of the man whom he was about to inter 
in so novel a fashion slipped the two articles back 
into the belt and transferred it to his own waist. 

Whereby John Harrison Randall, as it presently 
appeared, saved his life from the wrath of Kros 
Constant's gods and once more turned aside the 
weapon of the "Thar." 

With the ease of a thorough knowledge, the twen- 
tieth-centiuy munomay-maker molded the pitch into 
an air-tight casing over the body, after performing 
certain interior rearrangements and dislocations that 
the prehistoric mummy craft had found crudely but 
powerfully effective in preventing decay. 

This ungrateful business ended> the workman at a 
lost profession proceeded to readjust the hundreds 
of minute folds in the mummy cloths that had orig- 
inally served for Pharaoh Sera Fermines. Finally 
he put the embalmed body of the true Messenger of 
Islam into the mummy case. 

It had been a difficult performance in the semi- 
obscurity of the cabin, and Randall was forced to 
admit that the ancient guild of royal mummy-makers 
would have found much to criticize. However, the 
essentials had been cared for, and the faults were 
mere details of the craft. 

He reproduced the ancient seals that were stamped 
around the air-tight lid, and smoked them slightly 
with the fumes of his lantern. After the outer casings 
were refilled with the pitch, it was his supreme 
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satisfaction to think that little short of a miracle 
could betray the substitution of Kros Constant's 
body for the carcass of a twenty-second-dynasty 
Pharaoh. 

Ten minutes with the water bucket cleaned up the 
cabin, and a few gruesome odds and ends went 
through the hole in the side. Then, having read- 
justed the tom-up electric wiring, the impersonator 
of the man in the mununy box felt once more sure 
of his place. 

7 



CHAPTER Vm 

Mohammed's crescent seal 

DAYLIGHT was abroad on the Abyssinian hills, 
and the valley of the river was aflood with 
light when Randall got back to his cot. This time 
he dreamed no warning dreiams, and awoke two hours 
later from a sweet sleep to the feel of fat fingers 
closing down on his throat. 

With eyes that were clouding, as they began to 
stand out from their sockets, he recognized the face 
that was bent close over his own. His new assailant 
was Sabbati, chief engineer of the Zarguppa. 

Sabbati, who was as strong as a bull and almost 
as heavy, had Randall half throttled before he was 
well awake. Yet his half resistance was a gallant 
effort, during which both men lost most of their 
clothing. 

In two minutes the surprised adventurer stopped 
struggling, whereupon the Turk took his hands off 
and gazed anxiously about the compartment. He 
looked under the cot and behind the mummy case, 
and wound up by rolling the body of John Harrison 
Randall onto the floor and ripping all the cushions 
and rugs off the divan. 
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Whatever the man was after, he did not find it, 
for both surprise and fear came to the surface of his 
manner. He turned once more to the body on the 
floor, and suddenly precipitated himself toward a 
small flat package wrapped in silk, an end of which 
was protruding from between the edges of his vic- 
tim's under-vest. 

As he undid the heavy fabric his appearance 
altered to a worried, uncertain air. The thick fingers 
that fumbled with the roll of silk balked repeatedly 
at their task, but a brilliant object slid out from the 
final twist of the wrappings and onto the open palm 
of Sabbati's left hand. 

It was a unique jewel, one of those rare gems that 
only the East has ever given up, and then only 
at intervals of a thousand years. The stone was an 
emerald, and it had been cut into a crescent. 

It was a full inch across the center, where there 
was set into the emerald a diamond the size of a 
hazel nut. This latter jewel had been put into the 
heart of the emerald so that the two made one stone 
— a green marvel with a center that glittered in 
the poor light of the dragoman's cabin. 

On one side, in the tiny characters of the vanished 
classic Arabic, there was cut the entire Fatihah, 
that potent first chapter of the Koran. 

A dread greater than the fear of death put out 
its intangible hand and wiped the color from Sab- 
bati's round face. With a howl he placed the big 
jewel on the disordered bunk and crouched before 
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it, repeating the prayer for "The Hour that is to 
Come." 

For it was in this fashion that the Faithful should 
greet the sight of the Sacred Crescent, sign of the 
power inherent in the Mollah of Konia — ^that lost 
head of the Moslems, chief servant of Mohammed, 
Beloved of God. 

The fire in the diamond sent out white streaks 
from the center of the great emerald while the fat 
man crouched and prayed before it. 

Just then the apparently dead man turned over 
on his back and moaned faintly, at which seeming 
miracle Sabbati's soul nearly escaped him. 

So the chief engineer of the Zarguppa crouched 
hard against the floor, while Randall, whose lungs 
had just missed eternal asphyxiation, moaned and 
asked for water. 

As he was still unconscious and spoke English, the 
engineer understood nothing, and it was five min- 
utes more before Randall's full consciousness returned 
and he demanded water in the language that was 
current aboard the Zarguppa. 

Sabbati went in search of oil and water, which 
latter he poured between the purple lips of his victim, 
while with the oil he greased the indentations on his 
throat. Then he rearranged the cot and laid the 
other man on it, heaping up pillows for his head. 

He put the emerald into the hands of the uncom- 
prehending Randall; after which, crouching at the 
lower end of the bunk, Sabbati took the browned 
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feet of the false dragoman in his shaking hands and 
covered them with kisses. 

Thus situated, the victor in the second struggle in 
the dragoman's cabin prayed forgiveness of the 
vanquished, calling on Allah many times, and return- 
ing thanks that life had been given back to the 
Keeper of the Crescent. So Sabbati, the Moslem 
fanatic, clung to the naked feet of the possessor of 
the Crescent, repeating: 

"Verily, there is no Power nor Might save in 
Allah, the High, the Great." 

Despite his imcertain frame of mind, John Ran- 
dall's perfect native training stood him in good 
stead, so that mechanically he whispered the un- 
varying answer of the orthodox Mohammedan: 

"Fear Allah, O man!" 

Still Sabbati continued to blubber, for the hulk- 
ing Mohammedan was in a state of nervous terror. 

"O True Messenger and Keeper of the Crescent, 
your servant, blinded by devils, knew you not,'* the 
fat man whimpered, "but mistook you for that 
demon who had taken on your likeness! As you 
had ordered, Eflfendi," he continued, "I came, and, 
finding you alone, I thought: * Behold, the evil one 
has triumphed, and the Hope of Islam has been de- 
voured.* Whereupon I went mad with horror and 
seized you; and but for the Power of the Crescent 
you were dead." 

To which easily understood explanation of just 
what had happened Randall rallied enough to state 
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that because of his zeaJ Sabbati was perfectly for- 
given, adding that the impostor had been a jinn 
sent by Shaytin — ^the Near East devil. 

Randall thoughtfully explained that the demon 
had vanished with a shriek of terror on being shown 
the great Crescent of Mohammed. 

All this accorded perfectly with Sabbati's own 
views on the subject of jinns, so that fat individual 
merely repeated the Creed and lay silent on the 
floor at the end of the couch, like the brave, faithful 
dog that he was. 

Meanwhile Randall felt mechanically of his torn 
throat, where the purple-black bruises stood out 
painfully; but his thoughts were already far from 
Sabbati's talk. He had eyes only for the great 
jewel that lay in his hand — ^the traditional, the 
fabulous, and the long-lost Seal of Mohammed. 

He knew it, and what it stood for — ^the lost tem- 
poral power of the Mollah of Konia, Patriarch of El 
Islam. 

The concentrated might of three hundred mil- 
lion more or less sincere believers in Mohammed 
lay in the tired right hand of Islam's false Mes- 
senger — ^the one white man who had laid hold upon 
a name and place beyond the Pale. 

As he looked into the green, voluptuous splendor of 
the jewel of the Prophet, John Harrison Randall was 
at last enabled to measure the height and breadth 
of that unknown power which he had long since 
felt confronting him. The great sums of money in- 
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volved, the long-planned overcoming of every ob- 
stacle, the use of British officials against their own 
interests, the whole overwhelming movement of the 
underworld against its foreign masters was easily 
imderstood in the light sent out from the jewel in 
Randall's open hand. 

So it was that an unbelieving dog, a heathen in- 
truder of an Anglo-Saxon, laid hands on the upper- 
most symbol of the Moslem's Holy of Holies. 

Now books in forty dialects have been written 
about the Sacred Crescent. In the mosques they 
taught that Mohammed's crescent seal had been 
caught up again into Paradise, to reappear only with 
the promised Deliverer of Moslemism — ^that De- 
liverer mentioned thirty-six times in the Koran and 
twelve times foretold by the mouth of Mohanmied 
himself. 

It is true, an heretical rumor insisted that a former 
khedive had obtained the genuine emerald crescent 
in some violent fashion at the death of the last 
recognized Mollah of Elonia, and just before the 
disappearance of the Mollah's only son and con- 
secrated heir. 

Randall personally had never credited either 
version; for he had disbelieved entirely in the exis- 
tence of so remarkable an object as this resplendent 
double gem. 

Gazing now into the shimmer that arose un- 
ceasingly from the great twin jewel, formed from the 
perfect marriage of diamond and emerald, he saw 
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possibilities of a Moslem crusade, such as modem 
man knows only from the pages of that encrimsoned 
volume, the history of the Near East. 

As he lay exhausted from his two fights for his 
life, the impersonator of Islam's true Messenger 
knew that there, ablaze in the hollow of his own right 
hand, lay the concrete symbol of the threatened 
Moslem insurrection in Egypt. Whereupon his 
overtaxed nervous system reacted and he felt deadly 
sick. 

It was well on in the forenoon before he came 
out of his cabin. 

A glance in the engine-room showed that Sabbati 
was oflf duty. So he flimg up to the far end of the 
corridor, where under the steep companionway was 
sunk the bunkhole, occupied alternately by the chief 
engineer and his assistant. It was only after generous 
whackings on his fat sides that Sabbati roused himself. 

The sight of his caller, however, drove the sleep 
from him, and he promptly began to sweat from 
fright. It happened that Randall had decided on a 
very definite use for this man, so he laid swift and 
clean-cut commands upon him. 

"You will get your kit together, and in the small- 
est boat," he informed the astonished Turk; "and 
within an hour after midday you return down the 
river to Sirsteet. Your business will be secret and 
the work easy," he went on, "but there must be no 
mistakes this time, or the vengeance of the Crescent 
will wither you like oil consumed in a lamp." 
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Whereupon the other swore by the beard of the 
Prophet and his father's soul to go and to fail in 
nothing. Then Randall turned over to him a bundle 
containing a letter in English, and that paper which 
he had taken with the Sacred Crescent from the body 
of the true Messenger. 

These things Sabbati was to deliver mto the hands 
of Richard Talbot at Sirsteet; and the paper foimd 
on Constant had been that one's list of the native 
chiefs who had obtained money and rifles to make 
ready for revolt. 

"Give these to the infidel I have named to you,'*. 
Randall ordered, "and if you wonder that I send 
you to him, I will say to you, * Behold, even the 
dogs of Egypt shall do service to Allah, whom they 
know not.'" 

However, there was no need of explanations with 
Sabbati. All he wanted was to get away from this 
personage beside him, who possessed the power to 
strike him dead and consign him to seven hells 
afterward. 

So Sabbati gladly took up his simple kit and went 
up-ship to see about getting down a small boat for 
his trip back to Sirsteet. 

The dragoman also went up-ship, and in the main 
salon found Elizabeth Hilken busy with the extra 
breakfast that becomes indispensable within the 
tropics. 

She nodded in answer to the three sallaams oi th^s. 
dragoman. /' • 
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"You look much better this morning, M. 
Constant/' she told him. 

The rifle-seller had lost much of his depression 
of the night before. There was no resisting the sun- 
shine and the refreshing breeze which the sun was 
sucking up through the trough in the Abyssinian 
plateau cut by the Blue Nile current. 

"That must be good medicine. Constant/' said 
Hilken; "hope you have plenty of it." 

Randall answered them by a smooth motion of his 
upturned palms, and was feeling for some way of 
putting Hilken back on his guard against the con- 
dition of the crew, when there came shouts and 
trampling on the after deck. 

The dragoman knew it was Sabbati lowering his 
boat in readiness to start back to Sirsteet. He 
wondered if the fat man would get through to 
Talbot with what represented his one and only hope 
of keeping in touch with white man's government. 

The clamor, however, roused Hilken, who ap- 
peared to resume all his fears of the evening before. 
In a high state of excitement, and without question- 
ing the dragoman, he abandoned his meal and made 
off in the direction of the tumult. 

It was a foolish proceeding, and the dragoman knew 
it for just that; but before he could make his ex- 
cuses and get clear of the main salon the noises aft 
swelled into a deafening roar. Amid these, the voice 
of Hilken carried a note of confusion and fear. 

With a sudden dismay Randall realized that the 
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native set had turned on the blundering rifle-seller, 
and that the after deck was going to be no fit place 
for women of any kind or color. So he stopped sud- 
denly to head back Elizabeth Hilken whom he heard 
behind him. As a matter of fact, the giri was not 
more than three yards in his rear. 

"Go back!" ordered the dragoman, and put an 
arm across the narrow corridor, for he counted wisely 
on the supposition that she would not touch him if 
she could avoid it. 

As it was, she stopped, with her head very high. 

"Go ahead!" she cried, adding, "Be quick, they 
are injuring my father." 

Then, as he made no move to dear the passage, 
two small but capable revolvers went up to the level 
of his heart in a pair of trembling hands. 

"You will let me by, please," Elizabeth said. 

At the threat the dragoman could not repress 
that elusive smile which once had been characteris- 
tic of John Harrison Randall; and then a frightened 
look flashed into his eyes. 

Behind the girl Nashti had pulled out a regulation 
five-firing army revolver. 

The dancer put the weapon behind Miss Hil- 
ken's ear and looked into John Randall's face for 
the permission she hoped to find there. Fortunately, 
the dragoman had an intuition as to the probable 
tactics of his assistant, and his eyes left Elizabeth's 
face in time to supply the badly needed check on 
Nashti's movements. 
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The dragoman took on a fine salmon color under 
his thick tan, and Miss Hilken decided that he was 
properly afraid of her revolvers. So she made 
ready to go by him; but Randall made no mo- 
tion. 

"Put down your weapon !" he ordered the dancing- 
woman. 

The black eyes looked hard into his own. 

"As my lord wills, truly," was the answer; "and 
the Arab says, 'Death is sweet from the hands of the 
loved one,* and yet" — ^here the black eyes softened — 
"I thought it was not for me to let my lord lose his 
life if I could aid him." 

There was submission in her to Randall's orders, 
but mixed with it now was a growing bitterness. 

"Put the pistol down," he repeated; and Nashti 
did so, but not until Miss Hilken, with a glance back 
of her, had seen the actual situation. 

Randall was in a hurry to get to Hilken, for he 
had visions of what was happening on the after deck 
that sickened him. 

"Take the girl's revolver," he conmianded Miss 
Hilken; and conscious of having been spared when 
she had thought herself victorious, she put away her 
weapons and obeyed. 

The yells had changed now to a low grumbling, 
which meant that the unfortimate rifle-seller was 
already being manhandled; and then came Hilken's 
voice, calling for his dragoman. 

"You hear?" the girl cried to Randall. 
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"Yes, I hear," he answered, "and I can save him, 
if you will go back." And with Nashti urging her 
from behind, the two women returned to the shelter 
of the main salon, while the dragoman ran for the 
deck. 



CHAPTER IX 

THE THAB OF THE MOSLEM 

THE dealer in second-hand army materials, 
Sverg Hilken, had seen many men die, which 
is not exactly the same thing as doing it oneself. 
However, he had no manner of doubt that he was 
to have a try at it when he found himself backed 
against the awning stays, with a twist of two-inch 
rope aroimd his middle. 

The white helmet was mashed to an oozy pulp, 
and lay slightly behind him, while his revolvers were 
being proudly fondled by a couple of black fellows 
whose unpractised hands were fumbling at the 
automatic buttons in a way that threatened to blow 
holes through their admiring neighbors. 

After his one yell for the dragoman the American 
had drawn his lips into a purplish line and said 
nothing. Only the bitter, impatient eyes were turned 
sidewise, facing toward the velvet-hung cabin in 
which his daughter waited for him. 

What the revolt of the black men woidd mean for 
the girl filled his brain, and Hilken had ceased to 
worry over his own plight when he understood the 
trouble that threatened his daughter. 
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He made one more eflfort to break away. The 
three-inch oak rod actually groaned and bent a 
trifle as he threw all that was in him into a last 
struggle against his bonds. 

For half a dozen seconds the black fellows stopped 
their noise to watch him. Then Hilken went whiter 
than his hair; the compressed blood in his arteries 
sprang into his reddened eyes. 

His mouth dropped weakly agape; his head 
toppled over on his right shoulder, and his pain left 
him with his consciousness. 

The men laughed and let him be, and then the 
dragoman got clear of the main awnings and onto 
the open deckway. Also at this moment the Zar^ 
guppa, with a series of spluttering splashes, drew 
the steam off her paddles and, turning halfway 
round, hung adrift in the river. 

For which the hard-pressed plotter in Islam gave 
thanks. He realized that so far his own orders were 
uncontested on board, since the stop could only be 
due to the fact that Sabbati was ready to start back 
for Sirsteet. 

In fact, the Englishman's ear caught the creaking 
of pulleys as the small boat went Sown the steamer's 
side. And as for Randall's messenger, that fat 
individual, having seen his boat with two men and 
abundant provisions into the water, was now stand- 
ing before the pretended Messenger of Islam and 
ready to take final instructions. 

Seeing that Hilken was senseless and in no imme- 
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diate danger of ill-treatment, the puzzled dragoman 
baited in his rush to the release of the ship-owner. 
Every man of the crew had been in the cargo-hold 
and had helped himself. Each black rascal was pro- 
vided with a Mauser rifle, alongside which was a 
brilliantly polished bayonet. 

There was no need to look at them twice to dis- 
cover that the true status of the black world and the 
white on board the rifle steamer was in full evidence. 
It was time, then, for Randall to play the master if 
he hoped to aid the rifle-seller. 

So with a contemptuous shout of "Stand aside!'* 
he attempted to push through the group aroimd 
the victim; but he made small progress. The men 
offered no attempt to openly oppose the "Messenger,** 
as they called him; but they blocked him effectively 
by drawing in closer and putting a thick hedge of 
bodies, intermingled with bayonets and thin, double- 
edged knives, between the dragoman and Hilken. 

Now John Harrison Randall had never been able 
exactly to fathom how far he could safely venture 
with the Zarguppa^s crew. He knew, of course, 
that it was no ordinary aggregation of Nile River 
boatmen and that the varicolored fanatics had been 
called from widely scattered places. 

In fact, the majority of them were for the first 
time on a boat using steam. Their choicest attri- 
butes were a ferocious attachment to Moslem free- 
masonry and a desire to cut the throat of every un- 
believer between the Nile Delta and the Indian Ocean. 
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His hold on them as the ship's dragoman was 
worse than useless, with the boat's owner tied up 
for some sort of devilish amusement that would 
make an ordinary death seem a thing to joy over. 
As to the extent of his power as the men's real leader 
in the mission of the rifle ship, John Randall had 
never had the chance nor a reason for testing it. 

Both the chance and the reason were come now. 
He thought of his revolver; but it would only ex- 
cite laughter in the crowd of overarmed mutineers. 
Then he resorted to noisy orders, as is the fashion 
of disconcerted commanders, East and West. 

"Be gone. Abusers of the Salt," he bellowed at the 
yelling crew boys, who had begun to circle around 
Hilken, swaying grotesquely like drunken men. 

There was no holding of hands, for every man 
clutched a rifle and a knife. The black fellows simply 
gyrated around their victim, each man in his own 
individual circuit; while they began mumbling, and 
finally took to an open-mouthed chanting. 

The onlooker recognized with horror that prayer 
of the hadnor, in which the sacrifice and damnation 
of the unbelievers is described with passionate de- 
tail. Randall knew what that meant; and for a 
moment his nerve left him, and a stinging sweat 
crept into his armpits. 

He saw small chance of being able to do anything 
now for Hilken, for the men were working themselves 
up to that given moment when they would make 
a dash with their knives at the rifle-seller. After 
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which each man would come away again with what- 
ever portion of the victim's body chance should put 
under his blade. 

John Randall had heard of such things, and even 
read the rude litany or chant that was said to go 
with such performances; but he had never met a 
man, brown, black, or yellow, who had witnessed 
the unholy spectacle. 

However, there was no doubt as to what the re- 
volted crew meant to do with Hilken, and if Randall 
hoped to do anything but collect the fragments of 
the unfortimate rifle-seller his work must be quick 
and hard. 

"Be oflf, sons of Shaytim," shouted the drago- 
man, "lest a worse thing come upon you." And 
jerking a rifle from an unresisting and grinning man, 
whose big yellow teeth and pointed mouth showed 
his Asiatic origin, he played heavily with the butt 
on the waving tumult of thick skulls. 

The Chant of Sacrifice was badly broken up, as 
howls and curses responded to Randall's club work. 
Still the crew ventured no more resistance than wild 
shouts and furious glances at the sacred personage 
who was' indifferently splitting heads and cutting 
open shoulders with the steel-trimmed edges of the 
Mauser. 

It was more than the men could stand, and they 
ducked out of the swaying circle imtil the dragoman 
had broken a way almost to the side of the man 
against the awning pole. Many of them would have 
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enjoyed putting a knife through their assailant, yet 
something (he was not yet sure just what) held 
them. 

He was getting within arm's reach of Hilken when 
the deckhand "elder'* pushed in front. He put up 
his opened and empty hand to stay the drop of the 
rifle which Randall had promptly started for the fel- 
low's shaven head. 

"Why does the blood of true believers run red 
under your rifle, Effendi?" the man asked, quietly 
enough; and the impersonator of the real Mes- 
senger understood that he had gone his distance in 
that direction for the moment. 

Despite his authority among these religious en- 
thusiasts—an authority whose limits he did not 
know himself — ^Randall felt that a blow now on the 
head of their "elder" would be followed by the 
arrival in his own body of many bayonets. Where- 
fore, blocked in action, he held his hand and betook 
himself once more to a mighty shouting. 

"Be gone and leave the man to me," he com- 
manded; "it is my will and my pleasure." 

Zarskar, the "elder," salaamed with a certain 
cold respect before the Messenger; but he held his 
ground sturdily, answering: 

"The man is ours, O Messenger! And it was your 
mouth which gave him to us and promised in Alex- 
andria that he should be tied up after the ship of the 
Deliverer should pass the last guards of the Giaours." 

Whereupon the other man realized that his pred- 
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ecessor in office, Kros Constant, had long ago made 
an oflfering of the rifle-seller to the crew. Coming 
suddenly, it staggered Randall for a second. 

"By Allah, it was so,*' he admitted; "yet I have 
changed my mind. Go below and leave the man 
to me." And he reached out to cut the rope around 
Hilken's middle. 

The loss of their long-promised vengeance on the 
rifle-selling unbeUever sent the fanatics around him 
into spasms of rage. Seven or eight, daubed over 
with blood from their broken heads, made a dive 
at Hilken, and their " elder '* ducked under the de- 
scending rifle butt of the dragoman, pulling out of 
his rope belt a business-looking knife. 

Randall saw he had lost; and with a groan made 
ready to plunge into the nasty mess in front of him. 
As he swung his right leg back to get a high-jump 
grip on the deck planks, he heard the shrill voice of 
Sabbati above the yelping chorus. 

"The Stone, Effendi,'* piped the chief engineer; 
"only the Stone, O Messenger, can stop them now." 

The high-pitched tones of the fat man struck all 
ears; and the dragoman with ready comprehension 
jerked from his belt the emerald crescent. 

As for Sabbati, that simple soul was already on his 
plump knees, jabbering the opening line of the 
"Prayer for the Hour that is to Come." 

The force of a superstition, replete with the awe 
of twenty worshiping generations, closed down on 
the yelling Mussulmans. 
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"To your knees, O Faithful!" ordered Randall, 
taking the clue from Sabbati's attitude of devotion, 
and grunted thankfully as the black fellows crouched 
sullenly before the flashing symbol of the Moslem 
hierarchy. 

Gradually their voices took up the thread of the 
secret litany of the inner mosque, until the un- 
musical chorus boomed out like the hum of a lazy 
dynamo. 

"O Allah!" muttered the black men, "O Com- 
passionate, O Ruler, O Ancient of Benefits, O Omni- 
scient, restore Thy people, lift the faithful; put down 
the Unbeliever and the Infidel beneath Thy feet!" 

So with many groans they went through it; but 
Sabbati had saved Hilken, and perhaps likewise the 
dragoman. Randall was sure of it as he looked 
over them to where the unfortunate American hung 
in his bight of ship cable from the awning-stay. 

The cry of the Moslem heart crept through its 
twenty couplets, and the convulsed faces of the 
mutineers smoothed out in the chant of the prayer. 

"There is no God but Allah, and Mohammed is His 
Prophet," wailed the crew boys (it is the eighteenth 
couplet), and the men wallowed their hairless scalps 
in the dirt, and bumped their foreheads solidly 
against the flooring. 

The man with the jewel looked them over thought- 
fully, and decided that he could hold them in check. 
They were now turning into the final couplet. 

"In the Heart of the Poppy," rumbled the pros- 
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trate crew, "lies the Treasure of Forgetfulness, but 
the Wise Man prayeth for the Hour that is to 
Come." 

It was ended, and with a grunl^ and a sigh like 
men coming out of an opium smoke, they got up and 
submissively faced the Messenger. The emerald 
crescent had already disappeared — ^it is not seendy 
that such things be seen often. 

But John Harrison Randall, Keeper of the Cres- 
cent, Messenger of El Islam, had nothing to fear 
from his band of picked fanatics. 

Now there was something in Randall that a uni- 
versity training never put into any man. It needs 
to be acquired in a face-to-face contact of the 
white man with his darker brother. 

Because of this, the plotter in Islam understood 
that there must be reprisals here.. Otherwise the 
wholesome fear by which he ruled would not grip 
them long, and on this fear swung his safety and 
that of Elizabeth Hilken. 

The religious law of the East is simple and plain— 
"sin and die." A lay dignitary could have regained 
his oflfended dignity with a bastinado that would 
cripple a few mutineers for life; but only blood could 
atone for the sin of sacrilege. 

And the men knew it as well as the singular white 
man who faced them in the gaudy costimie of the 
Nile courier people. He saw the fear of death in 
the damp faces as they stood there with every 
bowed down before the Messenger. 
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He longed to let them go with a mere tongue- 
lashing; but he dared not, for they would never have 
understood. 

The direct representative of their God had been 
threatened, and only the Stone had driven them 
back to the duty of the true believer. The question 
in them was whether it would be one or many? 

The true Messenger would not have hesitated, 
and no more could the white man who stood in his 
place, clothed in his clothes, guarding the jewel of 
the Prophet and fighting the fight for race su- 
premacy and the white man's right to rule. 

Life is cheap in the East — ^nowhere more so than 
in Egypt; and it was cheapest of all on the little- 
known Blue Nile, and that side-paddler, the Zar- 
guppa. The gods called for a victim; but they were 
their gods, not his, reflected the unhappy adminis- 
trator of black man's law. 

The low-lidded eyes of the old Pasha of Assorti 
had been shut away in holy ground long ago in 
England. Yet they were, nevertheless, to be found 
here as cold and as quiet in the face of the son as 
they had ever been when set into the old man's head. 
For after that moment of rebellion against his part, 
Randall forced himself resolutely to finish the work 
in hand. 

"Get ye gone, Sabbati, and fail not," was his first 

order; and the man salaamed three times and went 

gladly. 

Randall followed him with a thoughtful glance. 
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The fat man's business was to summon Major 
Talbot to break three foreign treaties, and to enter 
a friendly country with an armed force during a time 
of profound peace. If anything went wrong, Major 
Richard Talbot might be court-martialed first and 
shot afterward. 

Now these are not trivial matters in a soldier's 
career; but, to do both men justice, John Randall 
never doubted but that Richard Talbot would answer 
the appeal for help sent by the oily hands of Sabbati 
from least-known Africa. Moreover, the list stripped 
from the body of the real Messenger of the Moham- 
medan insurrectionists would furnish Talbot with a 
formidable weapon. 

In that list were the names of many native leaders, 
and charged oflf against them were gifts of rifles and 
money. In all this mass of names there were sure to 
be traitors, once the screws were driven into them; 
and two among these would suffice to hang the rest, 
to justify Major Talbot, and to save Egypt. 

Once more Randall cursed the false delicacy which 
had held his hand from stripping Kros Constant en- 
tirely in Nashti's house. If he had done it, he would 
have found, then and there, the crescent emerald 
of the MoUah of Konia and the list of the native 
leaders of the conspiracy. 

With these in hand he could have stopped the 
Zarguppa at Sirsteet and saved himself, Elizabeth, 
and the rifle-seljer from many things — ^the worst of 
which were yet to come. Of that John Harrison 
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Randall had no manner of doubt as he turned away 
from where Sabbati was disappearmg over the 
steamer's side and faced the crew. 

"Ye have sinned greatly," he told them, and ran 
a meditative eye through the ranks; and they 
clustered closer, for they knew there was the 
choice of life and death in that quiet glance upon 
them. V 

In the last file the Messenger saw Zarskar, the 
elder, and the choice was made. A new elder would 
be more submissive, and the more important the 
victim the greater the lesson which the time and the 
place clamored for. 

"Come, stand before me, Zarskar!" ordered Ran- 
dall; and the swift certainty of- what had been 
only a confused terror until then turned the man 
a mottled yellow beneath the chocolate texture of 
his rough skin. 

Nevertheless he came and put himself before the 
man who represented judge, accuser, and jiu-y rolled 
into a dominating whole; and the false Messenger of 
Islam told Zarskar, the elder, softly: 

"Behold, Allah is merciful and only one need die. 
You headsman and chief who drew a knife against 
the Messenger are chosen, and these others will live 
to work the will of Allah and of His Prophet and 
of me, their Messenger." 

The man answered with a sort of choking grunt 
while those behind him breathed heavily and smiled 
into each other's eyes. Meanwhile the masquerad- 
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ing white man continued with the part he was 
playing. 

First he stripped from his jubba the triple-pleated 
green cord sacred to religious dignitaries, and bound 
it around the victim^s body. Three times it went 
round, and with each circle the operator recited the 
proper prayer of the consecration ritual. 

It warmed Zarskar with the certainty of a high 
seat in Paradise. So his dark face brightened, and 
his eyes glowed with the faith of his kind and of his 
people. 

"You are prepared for death," Randall said 
slowly; for the mummery choked him a little, despite 
all that hung upon it. "You are a chosen man, 
Zarskar," he said, fibnally, "and you have your 
knife: Allah and His Prophet await you — ^fare- 
well!" And at a slight movement of the Mes- 
enger's right hand, the iron-hearted Mohammedan 
crusader jerked his eleven-inch dagger from his rope 
girdle and drove it into his own left breast. 

A queer look of dismay, as if the man realized a 
second too late what he was actually doing, shone 
out for an instant from his eyes on the disappearing 
world. Then he struck the deck. 

The affair was over. The black fellows talked in 
whispers, and when Randall motioned toward the 
figure beside him, they carried it to the side. 

"He is dead?" Randall asked, gruffly; and they 
answered : 

"Effendi, yes." 
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Then, as he bowed assent, they shot the body into 
the water, where much splashing announced the 
arrival of contending crocodiles. 

And thus it was that John Harrison Randall sat 
in the seat of the Cadi, and exacted the " Thar " of 
the Moslem to its bitterest end. 



CHAPTER X 

PLANS FOB FLIGHT 

RANDALL, without further delay, cut the rope 
^ off the unconscious Hilken. The latter's face 
was purple and swollen; the eyes protruded notice- 
ably, and he seemed like a man who has just died in 
a fit. 

One side of his head was crimson, where a powerful- 
ly-wristed individual had pulled away a heavy strand 
of the white hah-, leaving an irregular rip m his 
scalp. Some one had sunk his teeth into the man's 
right cheek, taking away the skin and tissues as a 
greedy child bites into an apple. 

Calling the two women to his aid, Randall got the 
rifle-seller into bed and stripped hun to the waist, 
finding a nasty-looking purple welt where the rope 
had sunk into the abdomen. Altogether Hilken's 
chances of recovery seemed none of the best to the 
dragoman. 

Evidently Elizabeth thought as much, as she told 
the dark-skinned man and woman. 

^'If only you hadn't stopped me, at least I might 
have tried to save him." 

Randall kept his own glance on the blackening 
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face on the pillows and emphatically thanked his 
gods that he had stopped her» while the girl at- 
tempted to rearrange the mussed hair, and put a 
hand over the torn cheek. 

"You promised you would save him," she reminded 
the dragoman; but this time she did not look at him. 

For the moment Randall seemed to have lost that 
restless initiative which, to do the man justice, 
seldom failed to supply an idea of some sort under 
any and all circumstances. However, there was 
more to happen; for Nashti straightened out the 
bedcoverings with a jerk and tore away the win- 
dow curtain. 

Then she drew out a dagger from her remark- 
able yellow boots and, seizing the limp right arm, 
made ready to thrust her knife into it, when Eliza- 
beth, dragging the woman back, nearly slashed a 
hole in the sick man's chest. 

The angry dancer tiuned to the dragoman who 
was persuading her to go outside. 

"The man dies, Eflfendi," she broke in on him; 
"he dies while he has still a chance, and you and she 
hold that chance away from him." 

Then, as Randall continued to urge her backward, 
she added: 

"No doubt my lord will know how to comfort the 
daughter when the old man has gone his way." 

There was that in her eyes which made Randall 
for the first time realize what his ally must have 
thought the motives were that had led him to 
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become on false pretense the substitute hired man 
of this rifle-seller and his daughter. 

However, the insinuation of the dancing-woman 
gained her point. Randall stopped trying to force 
her out of the cabin, and asked: 

"What can be done for the man, if, indeed, he is 
not already dead?" 

Nashti, without a moment's hesitation, went to 
the bedside. 

Bleed him, Eflfendi," she advised, confidentially, 
and give him anunonia; there is some in the cook's 
room. If he can be made to bleed, and the ammonia 
gets into his veins, he has a chance." 

He translated the girl's patois into French for 
Elizabeth, who looked hard into the brilliant black- 
ness of the dancer's eyes, and no doubt succeeded 
in understanding what she saw there. At all events, 
she got out of the way; and Nashti, seeing the des- 
perate chance of success, did not trifle with hunting 
up a smaU vein, but nipped a hole in the artery at 
Hilken's right wrist. 

A few purplish drops showed as she pulled him 
into a sitting position. Then she proceeded to throw 
his arms above his head, wrenched them down by 
his sides, and wound up by smacking his two hands 
together in front. Twenty times she went through 
with it, and just as the dragoman returned with a 
mixture of ammonia and brandy the hole in the 
artery sent out a stream resembling iron rust. 

The two women opened the stiff lips, coaxed his 
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throat muscles to relax, and so got the stuff into the 
rifle-seller^s stomach. Then Nashti went back to 
pulling and hauling, until the improved heart action 
was evident. 

Here Randall intervened and cut off the circula- 
tion from the opened wrist with a tourniquet made 
of a stick and a band of muslin. There was a chance 
for Hilken, undoubtedly. 

The man*s face had cleaned up from its congested 
blood; and the eyes had softened and assumed 
almost their normal position. 

Randall, not forgetting his usual three salaams — 
much like the first movements in a handspring- 
left Elizabeth Hilken*s quarters and looked the crew 
over. He was pleased to find only slight traces 
of the recent tumult. 

A couple of coal-blacks, Swazi converts to Moslem- 
ism, were sandstoning Zarskar's blood stains off the 
pine boards. The rest of the day shift was hugging 
the scant shade to be found forward and debating 
the selection of new deck chief or "elder." 

This oflSce goes by universal suffrage, and is usually 
bought — although a thorough-going bully may oc- 
casionally fight his way to it when the men are not 
many and the ship-owner no wiser than he ought 
to be. 

Meanwhile the Zarguppa had churned away, 
putting the miles behind her, after Sabbati and 
his two-man crew had dashed away back-stream in 
the grip of the current. The crew enjoyed mightily 
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the choosing of Zarskar's successor; and Miss Hil- 
ken, so far as Randall knew, had not left her father's 
cabin. 

Randall had forbidden any man to set foot on the 
main deck, for Hilken and his daughter had acquired 
an antipathy to dark-colored faces, and the drago- 
man was glad of any excuse to keep the Moslems 
away from them. As this order included the main- 
cabin cook and steward, Nashti had filled the breach, 
and was turning out some native cookery of a brand 
not found on the tourist's menu. 

There was night and there was day, and then Hil- 
ken was helped out under the main deck awning, 
and sat awhile in the afterglow of a red-hearted, 
equatorial sunset. 

To him came Islam's false Messenger and made 
pretense of reporting progress and the condition of 
the crew. Randall went through it with credit, 
although it could not be doubted that the riflo- 
seller realized he had tumbled into a trap. 

Hilken had no notion of what had come to him 
after he had put his strength into a last effort to 
break through that cutting bight of rope. He under- 
stood, however, that this keen-looking chap with the 
wide shoulders and low-hdded eyes had somehow or 
other plucked him out of the crowd of altogether 
unpleasant black folk. 

The rifle-seller remembered them with a sigh; 
and after the dragoman had talked laboriously for a 
dozen minutes about his being able to take care of 
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things while Hilken was sick, that individual dropped 
so bitter a laugh that even the resourceful Randall 
was taken aback. 

So he stood with half -opened mouth, seeking some 
decent-sounding lie with which to gap the situation. 
By this time the figure in the swinging-chair was 
talking slowly, and it was clear that he spoke with 
the greatest difficulty. 

"You will do well enough without me," he was 
saying. "And just where I stand in all this, 1*11 be 
honest and say *I don't know'; and I don't. I'd 
give the steamer and the rifles in her to get back to 
Khartoum and under a white man's flag." 

Here his head went forward, and he seemed in- 
clined to end there, but Elizabeth bent down and 
whispered something while she rearranged his 
pillows. Whereupon he nodded assent and went 
on: 

"I saw enough forward the other day to know now 
that this is no white man's ship, and that nothing 
good can come to them that are on it." 

His voice died out, and he seemed unheeding, 
while the dragoman protested his innocence as re- 
gards the attack on the head of the expedition. The 
huddled-up figure in the chair gathered itself still 
closer together. 

"I know you brought me out alive," Hilken man- 
aged to say. "How, I can't imagine, and I don't 
inquire. It's not my business" — and the bitter 
laugh came again — "nor my place to ask questions, 
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any more than it is to give orders — ^you brought me 
out, and I say, thank you!" 

Then the speaker dropped back altogether into 
the hollow of the swinging-chair and looked out over 
the deepening green of the jungle, while John Ran- 
dall still hung silent in the back wind of his inde- 
cision. For a moment he thought the time had 
come to tell who he was and how he came there. 

Second thoughts showed him that he could gain 
absolutely nothing by it, so he kept his mouth 
shut. 

"For me, I*m done," said Hilken, slowly, "only 
I want to get out alive, and, more than everything — 
I want to get her away." And he turned his eyes 
toward Elizabeth as she stood alongside his chair. 

Whereupon that young woman took the word at 
once. 

"We want to leave the ship, M. Constant," she 
said, determinedly. "There are three boats left, and 
we will go in one of them." 

The dragoman tried to put [forward a few of the 
difficulties in the way of such a plan — obstacles real 
enough and formidable enough in all conscience. 
He brought up the ten days and nights of open-boat 
work on the Blue Nile to Khartoum, and the danger 
of overturning, with only a swimming chance for 
a woman and a sick man. 

Such small things as further native treachery 
and absence of the common decencies of life, both the 
girl and Randall put aside with a wordless agree- 
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ment, which s^Mfied that these two had at last a 
mutual conqHRnsion of unmentionable things. 
They were openly agreed that nothing could be 
worse than for Elizabeth to take the risks she must 
encounter if she stayed by the steamer until its 
unknown goal was reached. 

Randall listened patiently while Elizabeth tumult- 
uously argued away the dangers of an attempt to 
set herself and the rifle-seller adrift in a sixteen- 
foot flat-bottom with a couple of bought-up Moslems. 
He shivered to think of what would happen if the 
men refused to stay bought and preferred unlimited 
vengeance in the small boat to the prospects of 
future wealth at the hands of Hilken. 

Some of these things — all that he dared — ^he ex- 
plained to her; but she never wavered. Moreover, 
there was strength in her reasoning, and a sense of 
the real values of things that surprised the un- 
decided Randall. 

"Once we are clear of the ship with the two men, 
we will be safe," the girl declared. "For if they 
come at all, it means they want the money, and 
they will lose it unless we get back to where father 
can draw on London. You must remember," went 
on the girl, with impressive earnestness, "that when 
we are started their only chance will be the same as 
ours — ^to make Khartoum." ^ 

Randall nodded assent to this argument. 

"Once clear of the ship," he agreed, "the thing 
is possible — always remembering the chance of 
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accident to the boat. And Nashti must go; she's 
worth the two men herself, for that matter." 

He conmienced a restless prowling along the edge 
of the crimson-fringed awning, while Hilken and the 
girl watched. It was a bold venture that Elizabeth 
had suggested to her father anjj then carried out — 
to ask the man who evidently conmianded their 
captors to change now and let them go back. 

Hilken expected little; he had tried the chance 
because the girl insisted on it. Yet Elizabeth was 
convinced she would win her point and hoped 
strongly, even while the reason for her hope made 
the blood bum under the usual pallor of her skin. 

The girl could not have exactly defined just what 
it was that had brought her the discovery that this 
Arabian adventurer was much more than half in 
love with her. Nevertheless, she did know it with 
the woman's intuition that comes by way of Mother 
Eve. 

Nashti, too, knew it as the bitterest of truths. 
The dancer had not doubted as soon as she had seen 
the woman whom John Randall had given to her as 
a mistress. 

It was something seen in the eyes of her attend- 
ant which had furnished Miss Hilken with the first 
clue to this extraordinary idea. Recent events had 
convinced both women that the tan-colored crew- 
leader had been stricken with the worst of all mad- 
ness that can take root in the native heart. 

For of all passions, those that reach across the 
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Pale are the most terrible. So, fortunately, the 
phenomenon is rare; and as for Elizabeth, her ideas 
of such matters had been confined to hasty news- 
paper-reading. 

But Miss Hilken's interest in the dragoman's at- 
titude toward hers^ was a weak emotion compared 
with her longing to get away and to see the last 
of the man and the steamer of which he was sole 
master. 

She was shamelessly using the one weapon she 
found in hand — ^namely, the dimly understood de- 
votion for herself that a wayward, topsyturvy fate 
had put into the dark-faced man in front of her. 

The girl's heart felt the wild pull of her emotions; 
The ship and the darkening sky floated up and down 
in front of her. With splendid pluck she got herself 
in hand, and shook off an obsession of slowly dropping 
backward into a great gulf. 

For the man in whose power they were had stopped 
his aimless prowling back and forth at the midship 
railings and was telling the rifle-seUer: 

^^ Behold, Effendi, life is a book that Fate has 
sealed to man's understanding, and he who reads 
longest therein is he who knows it least. We have 
no need to talk much; my hands have been clean 
against you; and if you will go, I will help you." 

He glanced with a curious smile at Elizabeth, 
whose face showed her pleasure. 

"The food and the boat I can give you," he went 
on, "but the men are hard to find. If I ask one 
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and he will not, he will tell it to his mates, and our 
plan is a lost one. For my power, such as it is, has 
its limits. Two men you must have to keep the 
boat in the current, for without them you could not 
live six hours in the river; and I don't believe I can 
find the men.'' 

At this new possibility of defeat Elizabeth lost 
her grip on herself. 

"I tell you I will goP* she said, excitedly. "I 
will go, men or no men, and the maid with us, if 
she will come. You promised we might have the 
boat and the food," she reminded him. "Whether 
we can get the men or not, whether the maid will 
come or stay, by to-morrow night the food and the 
boat can be made ready, and my father and I are 
going!" And as she finished, the rifle-seller backed 
the statement. 

"It would be madness without two men in the 
boat," Randall told them patiently, as if the sick man 
and the girl had been unreasonable children he must 
manage. "You couldn't live a day, much less ten, 
in this current without a man to keep the channel. 
Unless I can get two men," he ended, "it would be 
certain death." And he shook his head in a final 
denial of the proposition that she might go if the 
men were not forthcoming. 

"And of that," he explained, with emphatic regret 
in his voice and manner, "I confess I have little 
hope." 



CHAPTER XI 

THE DELIVERER IDENTIFIED 

THE dragoman's sincerity was plain enough, 
and Elizabeth checked iJie helpless wrath that 
filled her. 

"Tell me," she asked, quietly, "is there no hope?" 

"Such hope as that, yes," he answered, "for it 
would be suicide to drop behind, adrift in an un- 
manned boat on this river. One might as well jmnp 
in from the steamer — ^it would be over sooner. I 
must find a way to get two men, but I have no 
one I can trust." 

"Who is it that my lord may not trust?" said 
Nashti, from the shadow of the curtained salon 
entrance "My lord wants two men, and he shall 
have them," declared the dancer; "and they shall 
go back with us in the boat. The Giaour lady need 
not fear them, for they are of those who love a 
warmer color in a woman's face," and she dropped 
one of her marvelous deck-touching salaams and 
stood before Randall with crossed arms and bowed 
head. 

With a sigh of relief he turned to his forgotten ally. 
"I might have thought of this woman in the first 
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place/' he muttered; and then aloud to the head of 
Assorti's dancing-guild, '^ You have friends, Nashti, 
among the crew?" and longed to kick himself when 
she answered with a slow smile: 

** Yes, Effendi, such friends as men are to women. 
They say every night and every day that they would 
die for me, that they burst for love of me, and that 
they are my slaves "; and she put her hands together 
— ^the hands of a child compared with the long, 
well-developed hands of Elizabeth Hilken. Also two 
dancing devils appeared in the black eyes, probably 
the twin deities of her own guild. 

The Englishman felt a certain disgust at the 
thought that any of the crew boys should have 
ventured love-making with Nashti, and somehow 
he failed to appreciate at their full value the services 
thus to be acquired from Nashti's admirers. With 
a shrug he repeated coldly the Turk's proverb : 

"The beauty of women exceeds the strength of 
men as the wings of the dove outspeed the swiftest 
charger." 

For a moment the head, with its high-set black 
hair, drooped over the crossed arms, and her right 
hand, slipping inside her loose robe, gripped the flesh 
cruelly. It was the first time John Randall had 
mentioned the beauty of women to Nashti, the 
dancer. 

"My lord finds this woman of his own people very 
beautiful?" the Egyptian asked, as if the proverb 
had referred to Elizabeth. 
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At which wilful misunderstanding the dragoman 
stopped looking at the dancing-woman, and retimied 
to the business in hand. 

'^Two of them in a small boat might prove more 
than you could manage/' he suggested. 

"They shall stir neither hand nor knife against 
my orders," said the dancing- woman. "Moreover, 
ail of us are not apt to get back alive : two women and 
three men, and one of the three about to die now." 

He assented with a little gesture of perplexity, 
and, yielding to the impatience in Elizabeth's face, 
translated for her his byplay in river dialect with 
the maid. 

"I have found a way," he told her, "and the boat 
and the men will be ready by to-morrow night. 
Also, Nashti travels with you, since the men go 
for her sake and for no will of mine." 

Elizabeth's brightening face clouded as she heard; 
and she seemed about to protest, but in the end 
her mouth shut in a straight line. 

So long as she escaped, it mattered little. She 
herself had been counting on one native to connive 
at their disappearance from the steamer; and to 
find that the crew was to be supplied by means of 
the undeniable charms of her extraordinary maid was 
no fit subject for blame or expostulation on her part. 

Evidently it was a decidedly sunburnt cupid who 
was directing the departure of Miss Hilken from 
that topsyturvy place in which bad luck and worse 
management had landed her. 
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She turned to the figure crouched up in the swing 
of the deck chair. 

"We are going. Dad," she said, in English. "The 
two of them say we will get away to-morrow night." 

The girl bent close to the bandaged head that 
wearily nodded its comprehension; and at this 
hope of escape she cried a little, talking soothingly 
to the man huddled into the chair. He put out 
hands that shook badly and took her two strong 
ones between them. 

"That's all I want," he answered, "just to get 
back to a white man's country." 

"Don't let's talk now," she suggested; "we are 
going back, and we'll cure you; and there's money 
at home. Dad — ^plenty of it." And so marvelous 
are the ways of women that the girl laughed 
happily. 

There, in the gloom of the dark heart of the least- 
known continent, Elizabeth looked at the thing in 
the chau- and laughed with tears in her eyes and 
something much worse in her heart. 

Moreover, the laugh rang true and comforted 
Hilken, while Nashti watched them gloomily from 
the doorway, wondering at the strange noises of their 
foreign talk. Meanwhile, glued to the midship rail- 
ing, John Harrison Randall listened to the sound 
of his mother tongue as the girl showed her heart 
in it; and his eyes grew wet with a longing for his 
own place and people — a sensation both new and 
unpleasant to the Anglo-Egyptian. 
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Poor Hilken had gone his limit of enduranc< 
which was not far now — and it took the three of 
them to get him back to his cabin. It was Nashti 
who put him to bed with wise, comforting touches. 

Randall noticed that the eyes of the rifle-seller fol- 
lowed the dancing-woman with a grateful glance as 
she moved about the sick man's cabin. Evidently 
that sense of security which Randall himself always 
felt when he turned to Nashti for aid had entered 
into the tortured body and soul of Hilken. 

Miss Hilken remained outside the doorway with 
the dragoman; and as he watched the Egyptian 
tending the rifle-seller the girl read his thoughts, 
and answered them with: 

"She waits on him altogether now." 

And John Randall, with an understanding bow, 
asked her: 

"Can he stand the trip under such conditions?*' 

She put her hand suddenly on her throat; but 
there was no sign of trouble in her voice when she 
finally answered: 

"He should be stronger to-morrow, for hope will 
do more than anything else; and if he stayed now 
he would fret himself to death in a week.*' 

She glanced at him a moment and then looked 
away. 

The mistake will not be in going now," she added. 

It was in coming here at all." 

There was no particular emphasis in her voice, 
and it was the one reproach she made to the in- 
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dividual whom she believed the same smoothly 
servile dragoman who had come to her first, cap in 
hand, at Alexandria. It gave John Randall a deep 
sense of abiding content that it had been his hand 
which had set and sealed the pitch that was harden- 
ing over the features of the man in the munmiy case. 

As for Elizabeth, she wondered that any black- 
guard could keep so quiet a face as this one under 
the circumstances. Nothing seemed to move him. 

He had trapped her and was about to let her go. 
He had caught the rifle-seller, and then, at the last 
moment, had drawn him away from the nails and 
teeth of the unleashed black men. 

The same men were still around them, sullenly 
eager to tear and ruin. They were kept out of her 
velvet-hung quarters only by a fear that she knew 
was stronger than their fear of death — ^their dread 
of this tall, clean-featured, olive-brown man. 

Despite herself, the girl forgot some things the 
man had done, in the fascination of those other 
things he carried off so quietly. That the contra- 
dictions in his conduct interested her was the more 
natural since she believed it had been the same 
man with her all the way from the water gate at 
Alexandria to the wilds of the upper Blue Nile, 
where the first bellow of its mighty falls was begin- 
ning to rumble in their ears. 

Hilken moaned loudly as Randall made ready to 
take his leave, and he once more ventured to op- 
pose her plan. 
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**He will be far worse in the small boat," he 
pointed out, "and perhaps" — ^and he swept up- 
turned palms outward with a suggestive and alto- 
gether Oriental movement of farewell. 

Elizabeth understood him and answered quickly : 

"Perhaps he will die, you mean, M. Constant?" 
And as he nodded, she told him: "Perhaps he will; 
that lies in hands above ours," and she went into 
her father's stateroom, leaving Randall alone in the 
narrow corridor. 

The dragoman withdrew to the midship awnings, 
where he remained under shelter from a dew so 
heavy that it soaked one's clothing like a steady 
drizzle. Presently Nashti came to him, and he ex- 
plained fully his opinion of the proposed attempt 
to return to Khartoum — ^namely, that all of them 
stood an exceptionally good chance of being drowned 
or eaten by crocodiles. 

The dancer seemed to feel little of his trepida- 
tion, and argued in opposition to his own conclu- 



sions. 



The woman is in the right," she declared; "fear 
has sharpened her wits, and there is a chance that 
we may save her in the end. Also, it is not my 
place to do this planning, but I will ask, what hope 
has my lord for his own escape, once we have left 
the ship?" 

She stopped and examined his face keenly. 

"The power of the Sacred Crescent is marvelous," 
said Nashti, ^and these men cannot hurt my lord; 
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but what of that other place whither the ship is 
headed?*' And she put her warm, soft hands, the 
color of bar gold fresh from the mint, oh John 
Randall's arm. 

"The hands that launched this vessel after getting 
the rifles in her — ^these hands that are drawing the 
Zarguppa up into the Unknown — ^these hands must be 
joined to long arms/' she warned him, "for they reach 
far, and the brain that has planned it all is not a 
little brain. If you stay now, what will my lord 
do the day those hands fall upon him?" 

To all of which Randall answered sensibly enough : 
"I must stay behind to prevent pursuit; but if you 
save her, that will be something accomplished.'* 
And as Nashti smiled, he hurried on with, "And 
of course you yourself and her father, you will all 
sink or swim together." 

"Allah send that the boat holds, Eflfendi," she an- 
swered; "if we have to swim for it, we sink, that I 
will answer for. The rifle-seller is a baby for help- 
lessness. I swim like the tiles on a house, and the 
men are desert men and know nothing. Then my 
lord comes not with us?'* she ended. 

And again he told her, "No," adding, "Tell me, 
Nashti, have the men talked of where they were 
going?" 

"They are sheep led blindly," said the dancer; 
"each of them was gathered singly, one here and 
one there, for a purpose. They know nothing 
except that Allah has sent a leader and that when the 
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Zarguppa returns down the river the infidel and 
the white man are to die together." 

"Who gathered them/' asked Randall. 

" You, my lord," was the answer, with one of her 
rare laughs, "or at least they say so. They were 
caught by the gleam of the Sacnred Crescent and 
the Call of the Holy War. It was you who put 
these men on board the Zarguppa, and who led the 
rifle-seller and his daughter on board after the man's 
guns were shipped from a far greater steamer, or so 
the men say." 

"No one knows where we are going," muttered 
the wanderer within the Pale, and Nashti contradict- 
ed him with: 

"Yes, Eflfendi, one knows: you know, or at least 
so these men think." And as the meditating Randall 
stared hard at her, forgetting many things, she ex- 
plained: "You know, or at least the other man did — 
that Kros Constant whom you trapped in my little 
house against the wall of Assorti." 

"Yes, he knew," miumured the false dragoman, 
regretfully; "but he knows no longer." 

"The man is dead?" she questioned, in lively sur- 
prise; for she remembered the letter she had carried 
to Lieut. Gerald Desmond at the Assorti marine bar- 
racks. 

"The man is dead," he told her slowly; "he es- 
caped from his prison and came back on board 
here, and — ^he died." 

"So-o," breathed Nashti, with an indescribable in- 
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tonation, "he came back — the worse fool he — and he 
died; sure my lord has a strong hand, the hand of a 
man and a ruler of other men's hands," and she 
salaamed in the audacious manner that had startled 
Lieutenant Desmond. 

Then once more she asked, with a subtle call in 
her voice that reached out to him, "And my lord 
does not come with us?" 

And as he answered decisively, "No," the dark 
head bent forward; and before he could prevent it 
she had taken his hand and kissed it, saying, "Fare- 
well, EflFendi," and was gone to hunt down the two 
men who were to f onri the crew of Elizabeth Hilken's 
small boat. 

As for Randall, he departed to three hours' hard 
labor, looting the disordered shelves of the main 
salon storeroom. He found plenty of tinned meat 
and canned goods, and got together enough stuflF to 
sustain life in the proposed expedition for at least 
two weeks, provided they kept the river water out. 

He stored it in the best-looking of the Zarguppa^s 
boats. She was old and dry, but seemed sound and 
water-tight. Toward the early dawn Nashti ar- 
rived with blankets, pillows, and clothing. 

Stimulated by the preparations for this doubtfid 
attempt to escape, Randall grinned cheerfully when 
Nashti informed him sleepily, "The two men 
swear they will aid us ; and, though they understand 
nothing, yet they will go." 

Then she w:ent to bed; and, after greasing the side 
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chains that lowered down that particular small 
boat, John Randall turned in and slept into the 
forenoon of the following day, despite the growling 
of the Blue Nile Falls, which hour by hour gathered 
in volume. 

Not imtil the dusk was on them again did the 
dragoman venture into Hilken's quarters. Here he 
foimd them making pretense of eating supper, and 
none of them much inclined to talk. 

Randall had ordered steam off at nightfall on the 
groimds that the danger was too great so near the 
falls. In consequence, all the crew was free to go 
below, out of the heavy chill and dew of the moun- 
tain district. That gave a chance to get the boat 
into the water imdiscovered, and the dragoman ex- 
plained as much to Hilken, who nodded appro- 
bation. 

The rifle-seller was dressed for the trip, and, despite 
the fresh woimd on his cheek, showed signs of his old 
energy. The two women took a last look aroimd the 
quarters they were abandoning, picking up a trifle 
here and there to add to the collection in the small 
boat. 

Randall made ^a turn aft, and was rejoiced to find 
the crew mostly underdecks, only a scattered lot of 
sleepers being under the forward hatch. When the 
Messenger of Islam returned to the main deck he 
f oimd Nashti with two fine, upstanding specimens of 
the pure-bred desert Arab. 

They put forehead to deck as the Keeper of the 
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Crescent swung up to them and looked them over. 
"Greeting, true sons of Mohammed," said the 
dragoman. 

And they answered, without moving, "Greeting, 
EflPendi." 

Then he bade them get up, and he led the way to 
the stem. Here all hands pulled stiffly on the greased 
boat chains, and the little craft went up and over 
the siderail quietly enough. She took the tremen- 
dous current neatly, and swimg taut by her blind 
anchor to the side ropes of the steamer. 

Randall flimg the weighted end of a main-fimnel 
rope-walk into the boat and lashed it strongly to 
the brass-boimd guardrail. Then he sent a lighted 
lantern down, and the men followed. They stumbled 
clumsily into the thumping craft, but went to work 
in a businesslike manner to clear the bottom of 
stores and truck. 

He watched them a moment with a lightening 
heart, and for the first time ventured to regard the 
suddenly hatched-up scheme as a workable proposi- 
tion, and to hope that ten days of discomfort would 
see Elizabeth Hilken safe in Khartoum. 

He took another pull on the rope's lashings to 
make all sure, and turned back to the velvet-himg 
cabin to get the two women and the rifle-seller. He 
had made up his mind to give them forty-eight hours' 
headway. 

At the end of that time, John Harrison Randall and 
the green crescent of Mohammed would follow down- 
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stream in another of the Zarguppa^a boats, even if 
he had to try the trick single-handed. 

Randall had just worked his way to the main- 
cabin doorway when two shots cut through the low- 
toned rumble of the big falls. 

"Damn the men," groaned the dragoman, hurry- 
ing back in headlong jumps in spite of the darkness. 
"I forgot they were rivals in love; I shouldn't have 
left them in the boat without Nashti." 

He reached the head of the rope ladder, but drew 
away as a sooty-black countenance, surmounted by 
a military cap with a scarlet vizor, showed above the 
railing. The man with the cap climbed heavily onto 
the Zarguppa^s deck, for he was handicapped with a 
clumsily made musket, some thirty years out of date. 
He stepped quietly away from the ladder, and Randall 
was considering the possibility of dropping him back 
over the side when another cap came over the railing. 

Man after man followed, each wearing the same 
red-vizored kepi and carrying a musket of a muzzle- 
loading type that passed out with the flint-lock 
pistol. Simk into the shadow of the main fimnel, 
John Randall counted up to fifty and returned to 
the main salon, where Nashti and Elizabeth had 
put Hilken on his feet for the start. 

"The ship is full of soldiers," he told them. 

"Soldiers?" echoed the girl, incredulously. "I 
don't believe it! You will not let me go after all?" 
she added, despairingly. 

It was Nashti who answered for him. 
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"The trick is no trick," cried the dancer; "the 
men are there," and stepping back from the double 
salon doorway, the dancing-woman disclosed scores 
of scarlet-capped black infantry. 

The electric glare struck full on the staring whites 
of their eyes and the gleam of their strongs yellow 
teeth. Behind them, as far as the light carried, 
there stretched the wide-mouthed faces of the 
awakened crew boys of the Zarguppa. 

The group in the cabin made no movement, while 
there came the dink of a saber, and through the 
doorway strode a big yellow man in scarlet lacings. 
For a moment his brilliant black eyes took them in; 
and he gaped in amazement as he looked earnestly 
at Elizabeth Hilken. 

Then, with a not unmiKtary precision, he snapped 
his steel-shod heels together and swung his heavy 
saber to a fairly well set-up salute. 

"Greeting, High-ness," said the yellow man to 
Randall, who eyed him gloomily; "greeting and ser- 
vice from Osman Bey to the Deliverer, to the Keeper 
of the Crescent, Chosen of Allah." 

Moved by a powerfid though scarcely reasoning 
impulse, John Randall held aloft the gorgeous jewel 
he had taken from the body of the man in the mummy 
case. Whereupon the whole multi-colored lot of 
them dropped to the flooring, and without a second's 
hesitation began the repetition of that seemingly 
unavoidable supplication, "The Prayer for the Hour 
that is to Come." 
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CHAPTER Xn 

HAIL highness! 

ONLY Elizabeth and Randall were left standing 
among the ranks of black soldiers; for Nashti 
had yielded to the call of her blood, and had put her 
head to the floor at sight of Mohammed's crescent. 

The dancer knew that the man who held it was a 
fraud; but she beheved the crescent itself was real 
enough, and had no mind to take imnecessary 
chances by failing in reverence to so powerfid a 
symbol. 

So it happened that the American girl and the 
dragoman were alone in the crowd. She looked him 
over with some amusement, as he stood beside her 
with one arm aloft. In her heart she thought the 
diamond - hearted emerald a fit subject for any 
amoimt of adoration, if once put properly in some 
woman's hair. 

Also the habit possessed by every man and the 
one woman she had seen with this singular drago- 
man — ^that habit of kneeling down in front of him — 
had begun seriously to annoy Miss Hilken. She 
had little use for bowings down of any kind, and 
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certainly she had no manner of inclination to catch 
the general contagion in this regard. 

Perhaps it was the immistakable and very natural 
look of gratification that she saw in John Randall's 
face, as he beheld himself once more the master 
in such critical and rapidly changing circumstances; 
at all events, something prompted the girl to say, 
in tones sufficiently distinct through the gabble of 
the black men: 

"Hail Highness!" 

In the midst of his self -congratulation Randall at 
once understood that to her he must strongly re- 
semble the leader of comic-opera pirates; and the 
raillery trapped this usually imperturbable personage 
into answering: 

"I would have let you go." 

She was not to be stopped in this way, and con- 
tinued somewhat contemptuously to tease him by 
adding: 

"Of course, we did not know you were a highness." 

And he said again: 

"I would have let you go." 

But she seemed altogether moved out of her 
ordinary reserve with him and went on: 

"We thought you were only a dragoman, and had 
no idea that you were * chosen of Allah.' " 

Then, as the spluttering prayer of the black fellows 
drew to its finish, he repeated with not unimpressive 
obstinacy: 

"I would have let you go." 



HAIL HIGHNESS! 

She made a gesture of doubt and turned aside to 
her father. The advent of the soldiers appeared to 
have furnished a stimulant to the moribund rifle- 
seller. His eyes were aglow, and he gripped her 
hand vigorously and drew her down, whispering: 

"They are the soldiers who are to guard the rifles 
from the Falls to Gondar. Don't you recollect," 
he added, as she remained unresponsive to this 
hopeful suggestion, "when Zanda Pasha bought 
the guns in Paris we arranged to have soldiers wait 
for us at the Blue Falls?" 

But the rifle-seller's confidence was altogether 
lacking in his daughter as she regarded the black 
men fondling their ancient firearms, and she 
answered : 

"I remember that Zanda Pasha promised the 
Abyssinian government should furnish troops to 
imload the rifles, and likewise that he was to meet 
you here with the remaining half of the money for 
the guns. Admitting he is here and actually pays 
us, what chance have we of getting back to a civilized 
coimtry?" 

Hilken, however, refused to be disheartened, and 
actually managed to get on his feet as the leader of 
the troops approached the two at the salon table. 

"Mr. Hilken, I think — ^yes?" remarked the gaudily 
costumed Osmim Bey in wretched French, drag- 
ging out of his blouse an envelope stamped over with 
lumps of green wax, which he proceeded to hand 
over to the rifle-seller. After which he struck foiu* 
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fingers against the vizor of his kepi and left the 
salon. 

The American read his letter and gave it to the 
girl. 

"It's all right," he explained, as she began to puzzle 
out the execrably written French; "the man's here 
— ^I mean Zanda Pasha — and the danger is over. 
After all," he continued, more to his own doubts 
than to his unlistening daughter, "native crews are 
often hard to handle, but I did think that a gov- 
ernment vessel would be perfectly safe under any 
circumstances. The real trouble was the absence 
of troops; we should have brought those Egyptian 
marines all the way." 

"Zanda Pasha gave special instructions to bring 
no one but the crew of the steamer," Elizabeth re- 
minded him; whereupon Hilken's face clouded once 
more, and he admitted the fact thoughtfully. 

"It was because the treaty rights with Abyssinia 
won't permit foreign troops on the Blue Nile," he 
explained. 

"That's what Zanda Pasha told us," said the girl, 
in open imbelief, and turned back to the letter in 
her hand. 

Meanwhile, with a satisfied expression on his wide, 
yellow coimtenance, the leader of the barefooted in- 
fantry was explaining to John Randall, alias Prince 
Azar Kazim, Keeper of the Crescent and Deliverer 
of Islam, that they had foimd the vessel at a most 
opportune moment. 
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" We caught two of your men trying to make away 
with one of the boats," Osmun Bey informed the 
masquerading white man; "it was loaded down with 
plunder, and looked as if they had stripped yoiu* 
main cabm." 

Randall showed a fine siuprise, and the bey added, 
carelessly. 

"I shot one, and my lookout man did as much for 
the other thief." 

By which, the false dragoman understood just 
what had happened to the two unfortunates whom 
Nashti had persuaded to accompany Hilken and the 
women on their proposed open-boat expedition 
toward Khartoum. 

"Praise Allah, the dogs are dead," ejaculated 
Randall, realizing that the news was expected to 
furnish him an exquisite gratification, and much 
pleased that he was not to be called on for some 
plausible lie to cover up the true meaning of his 
loaded boat. 

Elizabeth had finished rereading the letter brought 
from Zanda Pasha, and was saying to her father : 

"I see nothing to do except to act as the man 
requests. He is apparently not far away, and 
promises to pay for the rifles if we come to him with 
them. If he will give us a diflFerent crew and some 
soldiers, perhaps it will turn out for the best." 

And then the two faced their dragoman, who was 
making his way through the disbanded black in- 
fantry. 
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The girl noticed the black fellows were stacking 
their weapons around the paneled wall of the 
main cabin. Then, with luxurious stretchings of 
thin arms and legs and some not ill-natured horse- 
play, the men began settling down on the carpet 
with the evident intention of staying there the 
remainder of the night. 

There was certainly no room below for them, 
and Hilken was not in a position to be exacting about 
trifles. So he made no answer but a tolerant shrug 
when the ex-dragoman explained that the men were 
ordered to camp in the salon imtil daybreak. 

Randall called Nashti and helped the sick man into 
his sleeping-apartment, saying: 

"You will spend the night together, as I must have 
the other stateroom in order to give mine to Osmim 
Ali Bey, who commands these soldiers." 

He waited in the corridorway while the maid and 
the mistress made a foraging expedition into Eliza- 
beth's stateroom and brought back cushions and 
rugs. 

"We'll do quite nicely, thank you,'* Elizabeth 
told him graciously, for she recalled the face of 
Osmun Bey, and it made her amiable toward this 
mysterious individual with the strange titles and 
curious authority in native districts. 

With him across the hall, she owned to a certain 
sense of underlying security and an absence of dread 
concerning the black men camped about her state- 
room. And these things were no light matters, 
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wherefore the man who was responsible for them 
gained vastly in the girl's esteem. 

"Thanks for our deliverance from Osmun Bey," 
she told him. "I hope he will not cause further 
trouble to-morrow." 

Whereby the other perceived that Miss Hilken 
had already recognized the disappearance of that 
former servitor, Kros Constant, the Nile River 
dragoman. However, he answered: 

"Osmun Bey will cause no trouble; he was glad 
to serve us." 

"To serve your Highness," corrected Miss Hilken; 
and that "Highness" carried with it a submerged 
mockery which none of the four misunderstood; but 
it was Nashti who took on herself to answer it. 

"Osmun Bey was glad to serve his Highness," 
said the Egyptian, in slow, serious tones. "He was 
glad to serve Azar Kazim, Keeper of the Sacred 
Crescent, Vicegerent on Earth of Allah, the one 
God, and of Mohammed, who is His Prophet. Be- 
hold, he is the servant of his Excellency Azar 
Kazim, prince of a house that has had princes for 
six hundred years." 

The rifle-seller had risen up in bed at this sudden 
application of mighty-sounding titles to one whom 
he had hitherto classed as an unsatisfactory hired 
man with high-handed ways of doing things. 

As for his daughter, she had turned paler than the 
bed linen beside her, and her two hands shut down 
hard. Her eyes opened brilliantly, and the light in 
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them must have meant something to John Randall, 
for he trembled slightly. 

At the same time he cut off any further declara- 
tion from Nashti by a gesture that did not lack 
dignity. 

"The woman is telling the truth/' said the im- 
personator of the man in the mummy case. "The 
MoUah of Konia owes obedience to no man. Never- 
theless, these explanations could have waited for 
another day.'* 

"Your Highness owes us no explanation/' Eliza- 
beth answered, with admirable quickness. "We 
knew nothing of this, and we treated you as the 
person whose part you chose to play. It is Zanda 
Pasha who owes us something," she added, emphat- 
ically, "for the rifles he bought ten months ago in 
Paris for the Abyssinian government. My father 
and I are not well informed as to the rank of native 
princes, and we know nothing of Eastern religious 
matters. What we want to do is to get back to 
Khartoum as quickly as possible." 

Here she looked at the rifle-seller, who nodded 
strong confirmation of her words, and she finished 
with: 

"All we ask, your Highness " — ^and this time there 
was no mockery in her tone — "is to send us back 
properly safeguarded from any further attack like 
that of the other day." 

It was a lengthy declaration the girl made, but 
the answer was brief: 
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"I will do what you want," he assured them; "for 
if I had had my way you would be gone from here 
before now." 

And with a slight bow, in marked contradiction 
to the three low salaams hitherto distinctive of 
the Zarguppa^s dragoman, Randall got away from 
them and into the stateroom across the hall. He 
heard the door to Hilken's room slammed and bolted; 
and, having secured his own lock, he settled down 
to a grateful consumption of cigarettes — ^smoked 
furiously amid much trampling over his sixty-foiu* 
square feet of roomway, and accompanied by ejacu- 
lations of gloomy self-commimings in divers lan- 
guages. 

Despite his ready promise to return the rifle- 
sellers to Khartoum, he believed firmly, and with 
excellent reasons, that all of them were caught in 
some black man's trap. What surprised him most 
was his own change into that fabulous personage, 
the Mollah of Konia — ^that long-expected and fer- 
vently prayed-for "Deliverer of El Islam." 

It was true he had beKeved for two weeks that 
he had gained possession of a marvelous jewel, evi- 
dently supposed to be the historic gem known to 
Orientalists as the Crescent of Mohammed and the 
talisman of the Mohanunedan religion. But it had 
never entered his niind that his double — ^the man he 
had met in Assorti and captured in Nashti's little 
dwelling — could Actually have been posing as the 
head of all orthodox Moslems. He had imagined 
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that some native combination had contrived to pro- 
duce a false crescent, in order to lay hold on the 
miusual powers attaching to the real article. 

So far he had seen no reason to change this view 
of the diamond-hearted crescent. It was his own 
change into the most mysterious of all the hidden 
rulers of the Near East that set his teeth on edge and 
janmied his nerve clutch to the top stretch of those 
much-strained human engines. 

He needed sorely to know something of the true 
identity of that ^^Zanda Pasha" who, ten months 
earlier in Paris, had bought the riiBes stowed in the 
Zarguppa. The masquerading white man was 
gloomily certain that this individual was the real 
spinner of the net in which they were caught, and 
that he would be the cause of much toil and sorrow 
in the near future. 

For he felt that he was jione too firmly planted in 
the true Kros Constant's position. By reason of 
his extraordinary resemblance to the man in the 
mummy case he had so far prospered marvelously, 
but there was a saving mixture of canny pessimism 
in the make-up of Islam's false Messenger which 
pointed out all the chances of discovery in the near 
future. However, no amount of scheming could 
help much in the present stage of affairs; so, kneel- 
ing with face toward Mecca, he recited aloud and 
fervently the twenty-three musical phrases of the 
retiring prayer. 

Alone in this tiny cabin, the masquerading white 
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man acted the part just as he knew the man m the 
mummy case would have played it. So it was that 
John Randall laid hold upon the simple recipe for 
genius — an adoration of details and an infinite ca- 
pacity for taking pains. 

As Mollah of Konia he realized that he could not 
afford to pray less than seven times daily in the most 
conspicuous places. Then, as he felt the Zarguppa 
once again in motion for some imknown place, he 
wondered more than ever at the importance of 
trifles and the omnipotence of Chance, the two- 
faced god of Egypt that fronts both the past and 
the future with its rather disconcerting smile. 

After which sage reflection, he stretched on the 
bed and rapidly blinked his way to sleep. More- 
over, he slept calmly and sonorously through the 
pounding, scraping, cursing turmoU which during 
the remainder of the night and far into the swift- 
coming dawn took possession of the steamer's upper 
works. 

About eight o'clock in the forenoon the devils in 
possession of the Zarguppa seemed overtaken with 
dumbness. The scraping and hammering quit; the 
yowling and blasphemy stopped; and Randall, who 
had slept the blessed sleep of great exhaustion, 
awoke instantly at this sudden silence. 

He found Osmun Bey hunting for the Deliverer's 
cabin and carrying a costume that appertained ex- 
clusively and sacredly to the Mollah of Konia. The 
ex-dragoman easily comprehended what the bey was 
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after, and received into his stateroom the traditional 
vestments that were a most important part of the 
character of the Keeper of the Crescent Seal. 

With a resignation acquired from his unique 
native training, Randall patiently got into the quaint 
outfit. For hundreds of years Moslems had been 
taught it was the proper wear for their patriarch. 

There was a wide, green satin turban as stiflF and 
shiny as so much enamel ware. It went on over a 
diminutive skull-cap of fine, white stuff. There 
followed an ample vest and trousers of crimson silk, 
knitted together in a cunning fashion unknown to the 
machine-made fabrics of the Occident. They were 
almost as light as air and would outwear a leather 
trunk. 

Randall got into this shining costume, but he 
lingered a few minutes before putting on the top 
garment. It was an immense green bumoose or 
pelisse — ^the original garment of the Arab desert men, 
which Mohammed himself wore as a young man, and 
which remains the typical costume for the upper- 
most Moslem ulema. 

However, over the bumoose of the Moslem patri- 
arch were sprinkled High lights that flashed from 
scores of embroidered emerald crescents, each with 
a spot of silver in the center representing the diamond 
heart of the real jewel of the Prophet. While he 
hated to show himself in this extraordinary clothing, 
Randall was forced to admire the richness of the 
Oriental conception of priestly magnificence. 
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A belt of soft Turkish leather was caught around 
the bumoose with red satin straps, and into it went 
a curved saber that looked a good deal like a reaping- 
hook with a twisted handle. He was through now, 
and, making a rustling noise and shining with a 
dazzling eflFect, he finally reached the main deck. 
Here he stood still to receive the salutations of the 
crew and of the soldiers, who began praying fervently 
at sight of him. 

The religious necessities of the moment complied 
with, Randall was free to marvel at the grotesque 
appearance assumed by the Zargujypa overnight. 
The upper structure of the steamer had been covered 
in with the rafts which had brought Osmim Bey and 
his soldiery alongside the rifle boat. 

The ship from within looked like the upper story 
of a roughly made log cabin; for the rafts had been 
fitted together above decks at a steep slant and came 
down two feet wide of the ship's siderails. The 
Deliverer of Islam asked no questions, for he did not 
doubt that the true Mollah of Konia would have 
comprehended the situation perfectly. 

It was Miss Hilken who came on deck and de- 
manded why the vessel had been altered into this 
resemblance of a shored-up mine tunnel. 

Osmun Bey went as far as his bad French would 
let him, trying to satisfy the girl's curiosity, but 
failed. Evidently most of his talk referred to 
water; and, as they seemed to be getting closer and 
closer to the gigantic Blue Falls, this was natural 
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enough. Finally they felt the stubby prow of the 
boat duck and quiver, much as if a dozen giants had 
stepped on top her log shelter. 

In response to Miss Hilken's cry of alarm the bey 
summoned up enough French to explain to her: 

'^Yes, the Falls, Madamoiselle, the grand Falls; 
the, oh, very tall Falls, we go through them !** 

"We do,'* muttered Randall, at his elbow; "the 
devil we do ! The yellow man's mad. No ship can 
get through such a place; and even if it could, there's 
nowhere to go to." 

The Zargujypa, having three times poked her nose 
into the outer rim of the Falls, seemed to find a weak 
spot in the thing. With a roar of water beating 
on the front section of her shield-work, the ship 
plunged into the dropping river bed, and at once 
proceeded to settle down at a tremendous pace. 

In a dozen seconds the stem post of the steamer 
had disappeared head downward within the foaming 
fury at the base of the Blue Nile Falls. 

Nor was there any trace of man, nor of his 
trifling inventions, discernible on the wide expanse 
of the river, nor along the wide stretches of its 
shallow reaches, where the yellow waters gnawed 
at the edges of the uncut jimgle land of the Abys- 
sinian hill coimtry. 



CHAPTER Xm 

HIS EXCELLENCY ZANDA PASBA 

IONG before the Zargujypa disappeared under the 
^ Falls, the black infantrymen had returned to 
the main cabin. Here Osmun Bey led Randall, the 
two women, and the rifle-seller just before the steamer 
was engulfed. They foimd the electric fixtures 
lighted and silently grouped themselves about the 
big table in the center. 

As for the crew, they were below decks, with every 
hatch battened into place. 

It was with a sort of stupefaction that the pre- 
tended Prince of Konia took up his stand near 
Hilken and his daughter. That this ordinary Nile 
side-paddler was actually attempting to force a 
passage through the descending torrent of the 
Blue Nile Falls seemed incredible, even while he 
listened to the ponderous roar of the water on the 
shield-work. 

So he did not feel that he could be blamed for not 
suspecting earlier such a trick on the part of his 
newly encountered worshipers and allies. He had 
but one consoling thought — Osmim Ali Bey was not 
the man to take any unnecessary or heroic risks. 
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Randall decided that there must be a place to be 
reached by diving into the Blue Nile Falls, and a 
first-class chance that the ship would get there. 

Despite the peak-shaped shield-work, the steamer 
was unable to keep her fires clear in the churning 
mixture of water and mist. Powerful cross currents 
cut through the main drop of the Falls, driving across 
the stream like layers in a cake. In these whip- 
saws the Zarguppa zigzagged like a dnmkard. 

Mist streamed through the jammed windows, and 
ghostly inhalations filled the cabin with floating 
streaks of the fog damp. Mist dropped continu- 
ously into the fire boxes, sucked down by the mighty 
intake of the funnel, gasping for air with which to 
feed the engines that were racing under the forced 
draught. 

It was in the fire boxes that the two elements 
fought the real battle. The blazing logs hissed and 
spat until the raw gas rushed up the smokestack in 
a bellowing scream. For a time it held back the 
water, and jetted up compressed air and steam like 
a tortured geyser. 

In this fashion they kept their lower decks from 
being drowned out, and entered the second stage of 
the struggle under the Falls. It found the engines 
without power — ^the force of the fire boxes having 
gone into driving back the water from the main 
funnel. With cylinders gaping uselessly and her 
steam chambers cold, the ship balked and hung 
stationary under the worst of the water. 
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The lights in the cabin turned to blood-red 
splotches in the mist that flooded the interior of the 
steamer. Most ominous of all, the water shields be- 
gan to slap petulantly at the raging current where 
it eddied and boiled imder the lash of the Falls. 

This showed the main deck was all but awash in 
the river; and another himdred seconds would jam 
the keel against the rocky basin which had been 
hollowed out by the torrent. 

The pressure in the steam cups gave a final tug 
on the slowing paddle wheels, and the boat made a 
last eflfort to do something for herself. Then the 
Zarguppa stopped struggling and started to sink. 

"While this was going on the group in the main cabin 
had begun to exhibit various appearances of the fear 
of death. Osmun Bey had gone a singular saffron 
color, like the belly of a trapped salmon. The 
black men were once more on the carpet, pray- 
ing rapidly, with occasional bowlings. They af- 
forded a cmious resemblance to so many doomed 
dogs in a poimd. Only Sverg Hilken seemed en- 
tirely master of himself as he bent over the table. 
Nashti stood just back of him, while the only 
white woman in that part of the world dropped on 
her knees and put her face into the limp hands of 
her father. As for Randall, he was obsessed with a 
frantic desire to push things around, to tear or to 
blow up something in a final effort. He foimd it 
abominable to keep still and drown like rats in a 
water-trap. 
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However, the Zarguppa was beyond human aid; 
and the false prc^het contented hunself with a 
questioning glance at the commander of black 
infantry, who was beside his elbow. The latter 
caught the look and gripped him on the arm, bel- 
lowing: 

"I know nothing, Excellency; I have made the 
passage twice, like yourself, and the ship has never 
behaved this way." 

His voice came faintly through the tumult of the 
water and the incessant explosions of misdirected 
steam. He let go of Randall and covered his yellow 
countenance with huge hands. 

It*s the guns in the hold," the other yelled back; 
they force the ship into the river and make her 
hard to move — ^another minute will finish us," he 
ended, as he felt the deck begin to settle down. 

He leaned over to look at Elizabeth, and chanced 
on the upturned face of Nashti, who was crouched 
at his feet. Having been absorbed in carrying 
out certain plans, Randall had heretofore regarded 
the Egyptian as nothing more than a useful instru- 
ment, admirably adapted for the work in hand. 

With work and pleasure in this world apparently 
about to end at the bottom of the Blue Nile Falls, he 
was given the opportunity to realize that she was 
extremely beautiful in her full-curved fashion. Also, 
it could not be doubted that, after her lights, she 
loved the man she had followed to so singular a death. 

He looked earnestly into the eyes that were as 
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the eyes of Pharaoh, and for that one moment 
Nashti, the dancer of Assorti, was content. 

Through it all Randall was never more conscious 
of the fact that he would always love Elizabeth 
Hilken with the love of those who live in stone 
houses and make believe to dine at the same hour 
every day. Perhaps, also, he loved Nashti in the 
manner of an older folk, who wore scandalous scant 
clothing and inhabited palm-thatched dwellings, 
where a tropical sim burned purple shadows through 
the jungle growth. 

He put his hand on the Egyptian's hair, and she 
caught and kissed it, while the light in her eyes 
wavered and brightened. She got slowly to her 
feet, with the black fellows crowding around them, 
while Elizabeth wept on the rifle-seller's knees. 

With an inimitable movement the dancer crossed 
her bare arms behind his neck. He put his mouth 
twice upon her opened lips and forgot the Zarguppa 
was well on the way to sinking; and he failed to hear 
the bellow of the Blue Nile Falls and the yell of the 
exploding steam. 

Then Nashti dropped back abruptly on the carpet, 
while Randall put his hands hard against his eyes, 
as if they hurt him. 

For Osmim Bey had slapped the Prince of Konia 
squarely between the shoulders with a shout of joy; 
and a deafening clamor came from the bey's black 
soldiery. All of which had been produced by the 
fact that the steamer was again in motion. 
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Osmun Ali Bey in a series of yells explained to 
Miss Hilken, once more on her feet, that the Zar^ 
guppa had been caught in the counter-current they 
had been seeking in the whirlpool under the dropping 
river bed. 

With the force of a fabulous devil fish the back- 
sucking ebb of some mysterious current running 
toward the inner edge of the Falls woimd itself 
around the half-simk steamer and jerked it in less 
than seven seconds through the remainder of the 
torrent. 

Happy in the conviction that after all they had 
gotten through somehow to somewhere, Randall 
tumbled the black fellows out the salon doorway and 
emerged into a strong breeze that was sweeping the 
water-logged decks. 

Eager hands tore down the midsection of the log 
shield-work that had enabled the boat to succeed in 
her task. 

This cleared the main gangway, and permitted 
Randall to look at the place Zanda Pasha had chosen 
for the delivery of the rifles he had bought in Paris. 

Then he saw that behind the apparently solid 
Falls of the upper Blue Nile, nature had cut a harbor. 
It was the unknown and hardly won port sought by 
the rifle steamer. 

The impersonator of the man in the mummy box 
decided that nowhere else had the force of gravity 
scooped out so neat a hiding place for men with guns. 
On the inner side of the Falls, through a peculiar 
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formation of its upper basin, the back reach of the 
torrent was enormous, and made a wide sweep 
inland. 

Inspection likewise showed Randall that the 
steamer had penetrated the merest edge of the true 
torrent, a sort of mist curtain that shrouded a thin 
veil of actual water. Its width or thickness was 
somewhat less than the length of the steamer 
itself. 

Going at top speed under forced draught, it was 
not a dangerous passage with a light load. It had 
been the thousands of rifles and the thickly packed 
human freight that had stalled the vessel directly 
under the water drop and made a near thing of 
sending her to the bottom. 

John Randall turned with a grimace from the 
danger that lay behind him, in order to estimate the 
probable nearness of the death which certainly 
threatened the three white adventurers into the black 
man's stronghold. 

He found the Zarguppa being steadily washed into 
an extensive hollow leading into the forest. In- 
capable of moving an inch under her own power, the 
steamer dropped with the current — ^that same run 
of water which had plucked her half-simk from the 
grip of the Falls. 

It ended by bumping her against a sort of rude 
wharf at the end of the lagoon. The crew lassoed 
the landing-piles and ran out the gangplank, while 
Osmun Ali Bey was hustling his splay-footed soldiery 
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into some sort of formation, and every one else 
crowded the side-railings. 

They were about ready to come ^hore when the 
entrance to a stockade, visible a thousand yards 
back from the water, emitted a densely black cloud 
of men blowing comets and fifes. Bight behind 
them was an immensely fat man on an immense 
horse. As they drew near on the narrow causeway 
thrown across the muddy ground, Randall saw that 
this man was wearing a plaid walking-suit and a 
high silk hat. 

So it was with what he considered considerable 
style that Zanda Pasha, governor general of the most 
abandoned comer of the ill-defined empire of the 
W Negus, emerged from his stockaded citadel. He had 
a red sash, also, adorned with the carved ivory ele- 
phant belonging to Abyssinia's one decoration, the 
Order of Menelik. 

It was entirely due to Miss Hilken that the Pasha 
had ventured into the blinding heat of the Abyssinian 
forenoon and abandoned his easy native costume, 
consisting principally of a green silk dressing-gown. 
For if there was one thing this ponderous Armenian 
admired more than Hilken's modem, high-powered 
rifles, it was Hilken*s daughter. 

John Randall, however, was the only person truly 
glad to see him, and he gave a grunt of something 
between satisfaction and stupor; for he recognized 
the new-comer as an old acquaintance. The false 
Prince of Konia knew the man's name to be, when 
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properly called after the inverted fashion of the East, 
Zanda Ishmael Pasha. 

He had once convoyed the Meccan caravan, to 
Randall's certain knowledge. For the Englishman 
had at that time been masked mider the sacredly 
and supremely dirty rags of a Moorish dervish, and 
he had been making the third of his triple pilgrimages 
to Mohammed's quadrilateral tomb. 

Randall recollected he had last seen the broad, 
squatty figure of Ishmael Zanda by the fountain of 
Sherat, near the first camel stage out of Soonbah on 
the Meccan road going south. 

He remembered, with a sudden grin, that Zanda 
had been greedily devouring fried eels, which had 
smelt divinely to the half-starved nostrils of the 
Moorish dervish, and that the Pasha had tossed a 
coin to the value of an English halfpenny in the 
direction of John Randall, dervish and pilgrim, and 
thereby entitled to the charity of well-to-do Moslems. 

It happened that at this second meeting the white 
man watching General Ishmael Zanda was again 
covered by native garb. Only this time there were 
no rags on him, and he was no longer a dervish, 
but the chief representative of the most popular of 
all the Near East gods. 

The false MoUah of Konia studied with imusual 
care the bulky figure and fleshy features prominent 
in the grotesque make-up of the man on the big 
horse. Randall was now face to face with his mas- 
ter plotter; for it had certainly been Zanda's broad 
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hands that had launched the rifle steamer on her 
errand and had succeeded m pulling her through an 
unknown hole in the Blue Nile Falls. 

The man was the modernized handle which had 
been fitted to the wellnigh forgotten blade of fighting 
Islamism. 

It was the cunning and the knowledge of this 
Paris-trained, Turkish-drilled son of a veil-wearing 
Slav woman that had bought Hilken's rifles, as if 
for the Abyssinian empire. 

It was the stout gentleman in the plaid walking- 
suit who had supplied the financial credit lacking 
to the man whom Randall had packed away in the 
mummy case on the Zarguppa^s engine-room deck. 

And Zanda was now about ready to furnish the 
malcontents of Egypt with a most holy Deliverer. 
Once more Randall dwelt with complacency on the 
contents of the burial box, formerly belonging to 
great Pharaoh Sera Fermines. 

It was a good plot — ^Randall did justice to the 
tubby man squatting unhappily on the big horse. 
It was a good plot — simple, neat, and practical — 
all the more practical that only one white man in 
Africa would have done anything but laugh at the 
absolute and absurd impossibility of such a thing. 

Yet, except for the fact that the true holder of the 
emerald crescent with the diamond heart was a 
new-made mummy, this multitude of Moslem fanat- 
ics would shortly strike the gates of Upper Egypt 
and be joined by the discontented, armed with ex- 
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cellent Mauser rifles. Under such pressure the mush- 
room superstructure poised on top of the Nile mud 
might sink into it, just as the older enterprises of a 
dozen intruding nations on Egyptian soil had done. 

Randall never doubted these further possibilities 
as he recalled the face of the seis-bashi of Assorti 
and the rifles hidden throughout the river towns of 
Egypt. He was surer when he looked over this 
hiding place of armed Mohammedanism and the 
marshy plain choked with the vari-colored followers 
of — ^himself. 

By this time Osmun Bey's infantrymen had been 
beaten into some sort of company formation, and 
led oflE down the gangplank, forming a three-sided 
hollow square around Zanda Pasha and his musicians. 
Wild-looking men continued to pour out from the 
stockade, and formed up alongside the roadway lead- 
ing toward the boat-landing. 

Behind Randall stood Elizabeth, and in her rear 
was the rifle-seller in a swinging-chair. 

The governor general had ridden up to the bot- 
tom of the gangway. Meanwhile Hilken rose to see 
what their immediate prospects seemed to offer, 
and his pain-twisted face lightened with a genuine 
hope as he spied the man on the horse. 

"General Zanda at last,'* he exclaimed to his 
daughter. "Everything seems as we expected." 

"It is certainly Zanda Pasha," the girl answered, 
ciuiily; and she shivered slightly, so that Randall 
ventured : 
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"You are suflfering." 

To which sympathy Miss Hilken responded 
vaguely. 

"It is a slight headache from the sun/' she ex- 
plained. 

Then he was forced to make his plunge into the 
spectacle by walking down the plank. 

Certainly the tall individual in the huge turban 
and glittering costume was a mighty man among 
the assembled black folk. His advent into view on 
the gangway started an outburst of howling that 
almost made that fine actor of native parts, John 
Harrison Randall, lose his self-possession. 

"Hail Deliverer!** they yeUed at him. "Hail 
Keeper of the Crescent, Mollah of Konia, Vice- 
gerent of Allah and Ruler of the Faithful!" 

They were evidently exciting themselves by their 
noises. Hundreds among them began to twitch 
and twirl, and the foam sprang to the mouths of 
those singular individuals, the dervishes from the 
deserts of Nubia and lower Arabia. 

"A blessing, Deliverer!** demanded a brass- 
throated Bedouin man through his nose ring, and 
they repeated it time after time. 

Zanda Pasha grew peevish, for he thought his 
co-leader of insurrectionists was unduly prolonging 
his sojourn in the limelight; and the big man was 
likewise wearied of trying to appear comfortable on 
his great horse. So he growled out in French tO th^ 
man on the gangplank: "Bless the fools," 
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Whereupon Randall threw up his closed right hand 
in benediction, for the Moslem believes in but one 
God, and he will be blessed in but one manner — 
that is, in the name of the Unity with one hand, and 
that hand closed hard. 

So the white man blessed them in the ancient 
Arabic of the traditional ritual; and as he dropped 
his arm and came down, the fuming Pasha slipped 
oflf the horse into the braced arms of two stalwart 
Swazi men, who swayed under the shock of his two 
himdred and twenty pounds. 

"You got through with the rifles. Prince?" Zanda 
demanded, sticking to French; and as Randall an- 
swered "Yes" the fat man grinned suddenly from ear 
to ear, showing the flat, yellowed fangs in both jaws. 

"I see youVe brought the girl, too?" he added. 

"And the girl also," said the pretended Deliverer, 
slowly, choking back his desire to sink two thumbs 
into the creased fat under the Armenian's chin. 

Elizabeth came down the gangplank without a 
sign of the fear that was in her, and after her came 
Nashti and tour men carrying the rifle-seller. 

The smile on General Zanda's face flickered and 
went out as he saw Hilken. He turned savagely on 
Randall, who waited alongside, outwardly stolid, 
inwardly decidedly nervous and upset. 

"Why did you bring him?" muttered Ishmael 
Zanda to the Deliverer. " Wasn't it understood that 
he should die during the journey and that only the 
girl and the rifles were to come through?" 
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Randall shrugged indifferent shouldeis under his 
robe of state. 

"Why worry over troubles?" he demanded. 
"There were reasons; and, besides, the man can 
always die. Nothing is easier up here with these 
to finish him.'* And the Keeper of the Crescent 
nodded toward the watching multitude. 

The furious Zanda also looked at them; and, al- 
though there had been no threat in the voice and 
manner of the speaker, it occurred to the governor 
general that the man beside him was the sole ruler 
of the otherwise masterless wolves of Mohammed. 

Zanda made an effort and regained his customary 
smoothness. However, he comprehended a certain 
treachery toward their previous agreements in this 
behavior of his partner in the scheme to mix up 
modem geography in northeast Africa. 

He nodded curtly at Hilken, who was too sick to 
make fine distinctions in politeness, and began a 
compliment to the girl, who broke in abruptly to tell 
of her father's illness. She emphasized their desire 
to be given shelter somewhere to spend the few days 
needed to unload the steamer. 

This was the meeting for which Ishmael Zanda 
had come forth in the sim, wearing a walking-suit 
in the land of flowing garments. So he smiled evilly 
and jerked at his thin beard. The band was ordered 
to start on, and they all made for the stockade. 

When they were in a big hall that divided the 
rambling one-story structure into two main wings, 
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Randall saw that the left part of the building 
evidently belonged to the Deliverer of Islam, while 
Zanda Pasha occupied the right side. The central 
chamber served as a general reception-room, where 
the two leaders and their oflScers could transact the 
military business inevitable in so large an encamp- 
ment of armed men. 

"As we agreed on before you started for the 
rifles," began the Pasha, in Turkish, to the watchful 
Randall, "I have arranged my apartment in the right 
wing for Miss Hilken." 

Now this was far from what Ishmael Zanda had 
expected to say when he was actually overseeing the 
arrangement of this suite of five rooms; but he was an 
acute man when it came to sizing up new conditions 
in old situations. Something convinced him that 
his real plans concerning Elizabeth Hilken were 
about to meet with serious opposition. 

So he put his words into most unsuspicious phrases 
as regards the girl, but he stated his mind bluntly 
enough as to Hilken. 

"You should take the broken dog of a white 
man to your own side," suggested the governor of 
Fortress Menelik, "since you insisted in bringing 
him this far." 

Then, without awaiting an answer, he explained to 
the girl; but she evidently had no intention of 
separating from her father, and broke into excited 
protestations. It was evident that nothing less than 
violence would effect anything in her case. 
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Zanda Pasha hesitated. To do him justice, he 
had no wish and no intention of taking up such 
methods — ^at least, by no means at so early a stage. 
But the natural brutality of the man's nature was 
against him. 

So after five minutes of smoothness he wearied 
of the unusual pose of civility and gave a snarling 
conmiand to the half-dozen of his sub-leaders, stand- 
ing in the double doorway to the right of them. 

He used the current patois that was unintelligible 
to Hilken and his daughter, and even to Nashti. 
Randall, however, understood and hastened to in- 
terfere. 

" Let the girl have the man with her a little longer," 
he suggested, smoothly. "It need not be for long; 
and, besides, I wish it." 

"You wish it!" echoed the Armenian, thoroughly 
convinced that his co-conspirator intended to take 
Elizabeth under his own protection. 

He had no doubt now that the future Deliverer of 
Islamism had been attracted by the girl. Whereby 
it is evident that Gen. Ishmael Zanda was not 
lacking in a certain deamess of vision even in his 
love affairs. 

He forthwith reviled the turbaned leader of Mos- 
lems, until the latter's followers drew out their 
crooked sabers and came up close behind the assailed 
chieftain. 

What Randall wanted most was time — ^time and 
his own way. He had made no definite plans, and he 
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could not make them mitil he was given some op- 
portimity to look aromid him. 

As for the raging Zanda, he was still able to see 
the probable results of a fight then and there. He 
had only a few men near him, while the false prophet's 
entire bodyguard had come out to greet him, and were 
grouped about the big doorway on the left, leading 
into the wing of the fort which belonged to the sup- 
posed MoUah of Konia. 

It was more this fact that calmed the gover- 
nor general than what the other man said to him. 

"You are wrong. Excellency; you should give the 
girl more time," Randall cautioned his enemy. 
"As for her father, he will not live a week; look at 
the man and you can judge for yourself. After he is 
underground the girl wiU be alone, and you will 
have a better chance of contenting her here." 

The Pasha studied Hilken's drawn face where the 
bones seemed ready to break through the tightened 
gray skin, and it seemed to Zanda that the Moslem 
chief was probably right. Certainly the rifle-seller 
did not have the appearance of a man long for this' 
world. 

"Let them live together in the place you arranged 
for the girl," continued Randall, persuasively, "and 
wait a little. Remember the verse of the Koran, 
which says: 'Unripe fruit is bitter in the mouth, and 
that plucked before its time is an abomination.* " 

With a consenting shrug the Armenian turned to 
Elizabeth and put his own apartment at the dis- 
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posal of Hilken and his daughter. She thanked 
him with a sudden sense of relief that gave warmth 
both to her color and her words, so that the bulky 
Pasha regained some of his good humor. 

He personally ushered Nashti, Elizabeth, and the 
rifle-seller into the mixture of African comfort and 
Parisian finish which Gen. Ishmael Zanda had con- 
trived to smuggle into this lost section of the black 
man's coxmtry. 



CHAPTER XIV 

THE FLOWER OF GLOOM 

IT meant much that Zanda Ishmael Pasha had 
sullenly consented to continue for a short time 
a pretense of the European decencies. 

The false Mollah of Konia understood thoroughly 
that the respite he had obtained for Miss Hilken was 
an uncertain one, due solely to the governor general's 
surprise at the opposition he had encountered from 
the Deliverer. 

There remained to Randall always the possibility of 
bringing on a general battle between Zanda's Abys- 
sinian soldiery and his own multitude of Mohamme- 
dan crusaders. 

One body was composed of Mohammedans, fight- 
ing followers of the great man of Mecca. Zanda's 
people were oflScially Christians, but actually oc- 
cupied in the adoration of a mixed lot of native 
devils. Also, the misled followers of John Harri- 
son Randall were Aryans — ^that is to say, they were 
white men once removed. The Abyssinians were 
black folk, black with an ebony far more than skin- 
deep. 

Consequently it had so far required harmony and 
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co-operation between the leaders of the two groups 
to keep the death list down to a few assassinations 
each night, as the result of certain small bickerings 
which every day brought forth. 

Randall's weak point was that his Moslems pos- 
sessed few firearms. The cargo of the Zarguppa had 
been brought up to remedy this; and the pseudo- 
prophet spent five work-crowded days in getting 
out the Mausers and explaining the loading mech- 
anism. 

When the worst of the milk-white sunlight had 
died out behind the rim of the Indian Ocean for the 
sixth time since Randall took command of the fol- 
lowers of the man in the mummy box, the false 
prophet looked them over with satisfaction. Though 
only one-half the number of the splay-footed black 
men belonging to Zanda, the crusaders of Mohammed 
were none the less capable of cutting to pieces the 
Abyssinians, and with trifling damage to themselves. 

This encouraging fact set Randall to planning, 
and he ultimately decided that a general battle 
fought to a decisive finish would give him unchal- 
lenged possession of Elizabeth, Nashti, and the rifle- 
seller. 

But should the white man's plot miscarry, the 
future lives of Randall and Elizabeth Hilken would 
be something to shudder at even by those not given 
to undue squeamishness — if General Ishmael Zanda 
had the planning. 

Meanwhile Sverg BBlken, instead of dying, grew 
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steadily stronger. In fact, on the last day of the 
week which Zanda Pasha had given the rifle-seller 
to die in he was so improved that he insisted upon 
a lengthy walk through the curious mazes of the 
encampment of the polyglot host. 

The American was in a splendid humor, expecting 
to be paid the remaining half of his money and to 
start back to Khartoum the following morning. He 
wandered joyously in and out, escaping death at every 
few feet because Randall had him followed by trust- 
worthy sub-chiefs, who busily explained on all sides 
that the gray-haired Giaour was a madman. 

The Moslems therefore saluted Hilken reverently; 
since the insane, so says the Koran, are "chosen of 
Allah"; who, as quoted in the ninth book, "holds 
his hand over the foolish and has marked them for 
his own." 

Cheered and comforted by the orderly and respect- 
ful treatment accorded him, the rifle merchant on 
his return from his trip through camp was still fur- 
ther misled by the whole-hearted reception given 
him by Zanda Pasha. Zanda backed his words by 
paying over to his creditor the huge sum still owing 
on the cargo of the Zarguppa. 

Randall eyed the process gloomily, for he could 
not but understand .that the Abyssinian governor 
general, having granted Hilken his week for a 
natural death, was now about to assist the process 
by some si^er method. Hilken signed the receipt 
to Zanda Pasha, and further aided the Pasha's plans 
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by accepting a proposition that the rifle merchant 
and his daughter dine that last evening in the cen- 
tral hall with the two big chiefs of the camp. 

"Miss Hilken will no doubt permit an exile from 
Paris to dine once more in European fashion," sug- 
gested the governor general, adding: "You will 
enjoy it, for you are much stronger. And to think,*' 
commented Zanda, with a dreamy expression in his 
keen black eyes, "that a week ago you looked as if 
you would have been dead before now." 

He paused and glanced with a careless swiftness 
more over, than at, the silently observant prophet 
of Islam. 

"While now," finished Ishmael Pasha, "you look 
as though you would live for years. All of which 
goes to prove," the governor general concluded, "that 
appearances are deceptive in this part of Africa." 

By which Randall understood that Zanda Pasha 
referred to Hilken's present deceptive appearance 
of long life, while the man himself thanked the 
Armenian for what he took to be congratulations 
on his unexpected recovery. 

Elizabeth at first refused to attend the farewell 
dinner offered by General Zanda. She finally yielded 
to her father's explanations, backed, as they were, by 
the thick mass of French banknotes which had paid 
in full for the rifles. 

Five hours afterward Randall joined Hilken and his 
daughter, where they were seated across from one 
another at table with the governor general. 
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He lost his interest in the meal when he took his 
second look at the rifle-seller's face. It had taken 
on a greenish-gray tint, stamped with an indescrib- 
able air of unhealthiness. 

The false prophet was convinced the man had 
been poisoned through the governor general's agency. 
Nothing was more likely, yet Randall could not 
make up his mind what to do. Certainly, if the 
Pasha had poisoned Hilken before Randall had 
reached the dinner table, he would also have ar- 
ranged for enough soldiers to handle the possibility 
of a dispute between himself and the MoUah of 
Konia. 

The latter had tnade no plans for a battle that 
evening. In fact, he had intended to start one the 
next morning, just about the time Hilken would find 
out he was not to be allowed to return to Khartoum. 
Also, there remained always the possibility that the 
rifle-seller's illness was due to natural causes. 

There was lacking, then, an air of gaiety at this 
ill-omened dinner; and General Zanda, after trying 
a few jesting remarks, abandoned his three guests 
to the gloom they apparently insisted on, devoting 
himself to a decanter of French brandy. It was 
Zanda's custom to drink brandy every evening, and 
he now felt the need of an extra stimulant to offset 
the general sadness of the dinner upon which he 
had expended so much unappreciated effort. 

So he suggested to the Deliverer that Nashti 
dance for them. The girl had been standing behind 
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Elizabeth's chair throughout the meal; and the gov- 
ernor general knew a professional Egyptian dancing- 
woman from a lady's maid just as easily as he could 
tell a horse from a camel. 

The dancer looked inquiringly at Randall, noth- 
ing loath to comply with the order. Nashti loved 
dancing as she understood it, and in its way her 
dancing was a flawless art. 

Miss Hilken, however, showed a decided dislike 
to the manner in which General Zanda wanted to 
end his dinner party. In answer to her distress the 
MoUah of Konia reminded the Pasha that the Mos- 
lem patriarch was strictly forbidden such spectacles. 

Zanda knew this was an excuse to balk his own 
humor; and, prompted by the brandy, he seemed 
about to start a quarrel. This likewise did not suit 
his guests ; but the dancer calmed the governor gen- 
eral by proposing to relate an Arabian legend much 
loved among the black tents of the desert men. 

There was a wide divan in the near comer of the 
room; and, sitting cross-legged on it, she started with: 

"Listen, O children of Allah! There grew in a 

rocky cavern of the far North a blossom paler than 

Death; for it was eternal night in the cavern, and 

. flowers grown in the darkness are whiter than 

camel's milk. 

"Now listen well, O lords and ladies!" went on 
the dancer, with the traditional exhortation of the 
Near East story-teller, while she set her wide eyes 
on the contracting ones of John Randall. "The 
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Flower of the Gloom was very ignorant, yet there 
was something great within her, because for all her 
days she longed and pined for the miknown glory 
of his Majesty the Sim. This had begun when the 
tiny brook which watered it, flowing down, down 
from the upper world, first sang to the Flower of 
the marvels of the outer day. 

"But there came a night when Allah took his 
right hand and smote the oceans; and in the hollow 
of his left palm he gripped the winds and threw them 
across the earth. So that the world trembled and 
the rocks wept together, grinding and groaning in 
a mighty chorus. 

"Many things that had been hidden came up to 
the starlight, and many high places lowered their 
heads and fled beneath the earth in fear and trem- 
bling before the wrath of Allah and away from the 
face of the angry God. 

"At dawn such men as had lived through it sought 
in vain the wells for the camels and the ancient pas- 
tures for their hungry sheep. During that wild night 
the Flower of Gloom had folded up her petals; and 
when the rocks moaned and surged about her she 
closed herself in only the tighter and prayed to 
Allah, repeating the Fatihah in her flower talk. For 
behold, it is true, that every tree and plant, every 
flower and leaf, holds a little knowledge of Eternal 
Truth. 

"These things we shall all know soon," continued 
Nashti; "for Death brings to each the key to every 
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mystery.'* And she smiled into RandaU's eyes, 
looking steadily at him with her dark head thrown 
back and resting on her opened hands. 

"The night grew quiet," continued the dancer, 
"and the sea and the winds lay dumb; for Allah's 
wrath was satisfied. The Flower of Gloom, bom 
in the Cave of Midnight, was now risen with the 
rocks which had fled before the might of Allah. 

" Moreover, the bit of stone to which dung her tiny 
rootlings had fled before the others, and was now on 
the summit of a new-nmde moimtain that brushed 
far up against the heavens. So the Flower of Gloom 
looked into the night and saw the stars, and saw 
Aldebaran, that mighty jewel of Allah, and she 
cried: * Behold the Sun, how bright, how glorious. 
Praise, O Allah, Lord of the Sun, Lord of the Three 
Worlds, Creator of All Things!' 

"Then the tardy moon crept above the horizon, 
and a sheet of silver crossed the world. The petals 
of the Flower of Gloom shivered, and they stretched 
out their httle ends mto this unknown brightness; 
and the Flower wept with her joy, saying, *The 
sun at last, O Allah ! Great beyond praise !' And she 
worshiped the moon with adoration; and the night 
whirled its way to its finish in the West." 

The dancing-woman shifted her position slightly, 
throwing the dark, cameo profile under the silver- 
bespangled hat into the shadow; but the slant-tilted 
eyes of Pharaoh's people never left the fascinated 
ones of the masquerading white man. Of all the 
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people on the face of the earth, this woman only 
knew who the man really was, and now she was tell- 
ing him in a voice which crept into his inner heart 
just what that man was to her. 

The warm-throated notes never halted, but sped 
faultlessly on and on, and presently they struck a 
chord of pathos that brought moisture into the half- 
closed eyes that were looking down into the match- 
less ones of the River Nile's choicest daughter. For 
Nashti flung both bared arms out toward Randall 
and almost sobbed: 

"And now the hour was come, when the real 
day threatened, and the shadows of night sprang up 
from the hollows and mounted the hillsides, fleeing 
upward on great dark wings, mounting and moimting 
until they perished in the day dawn. 

"Throughout it all the Flower of Gloom marveled 
and wondered; for to the Child of Darkness the 
True Light surpasses comprehension, and even the 
Power of Dreams. The brightness of the approach- 
ing sun god overwhelmed the unaccustomed heart 
of the Flower of Gloom, curling the silver veins in 
her blanched petals. 

"At last above the notched backbone of the 
hinter-moimtains there spread a flame of gold, and the 
sun himself flung up into the heavens, tossed by the 
hands of those seven archangels whose duty it is 
to catch him every evening as he falls downward 
in his nightly plunge. 

"The Sim sent out a white current that flamed 
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through the sky and touched the highest rock on the 
Flower's mountain. So this new creation of Allah 
was given baptism by Fire and quivered to its cen- 
ter, but on its top the Flower of Gloom was mute. 

"Only the blossom threw wide open the milky 
petals, disclosing at last the little golden heart; for its 
heart was as the color of the sim itself, and this 
was the cause of the curious longing it had ever 
felt for the great god of light. Then it looked just 
once deep down into that other heart — ^the heart of 
the divine Sun — ^and fell to fragments. 

"Thus the desert poets say, O lords and ladies," 
declared Nashti, with a voice that throbbed in the 
hall like the undemotes of a harp, "the Sim and the 
Flower of Gloom greeted and looked at each other 
for one glorious moment." 

She stopped and, leaning forward, fixed her 
gaze upon the contracting eyes of the false Mollah 
of Konia, and ended : 

"For the Flower of Gloom is not mated with the 
sunlight, nor the Child of Night fitted to share the 
glory of the King of Day." 

The Egyptian's voice stopped abruptly, and her 
eyes quitted those of the man for whom this Eastern 
confession of love and hopelessness had been in- 
tended. Nor was John Randall one to miss the 
revelation covered by the imagery of the passionate 
loving East. 

Nashti was another flower — ^a child of darkness 
cradled in the gloom of the Nile mud. Randall 
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understood, with a sudden humiliation, that to this 
woman he had shone as the sun in an unattainable 
heaven. 

The dancer of Assorti loved with the primitive 
force of her black-clay ancestry; but, as her own voice 
had said it: 

"Can the Child of Night share the glory of the 
Kmg of Day?" 

It was all true enough, and she had managed in 
her masterful manner to tell him so. There could 
be no other way for these two; and yet the 
masquerading white man growled discontentedly 
as he thought of Nashti's glorious powers of 
loving. 

It angered him to believe that she was to drop 
back alone to die in the slough of her native river. 
For this undoubtedly was what Nashti had meant 
to tell him. 

The Flower of Gloom had opened its heart to its 
sun god, and she must die in doing it. With the 
relentless logic of the East, she had not hesitated 
to diagnose her own case. 

Whereby John Randall understood clearly enough 
that once their work was ended and the day god 
had brought back safely into Egypt this extraordi- 
narily pale woman of his own kind, the other woman 
— the Flower of Gloom — would die like the night- 
grown plant she typified. 

After all, it was the best thing she could do. A 
return now to that tiny house built into Assorti's 
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city wall would mean worse than death until death 
itself came. 

Certainly the dinner guests were an unhappy- 
looking lot. Hilken was frightful to see — livid, and 
his eyes wild with fever; while Elizabeth was as 
blanched as Nashti's gloom flower. 

By this time Randall had abandoned the theory 
that the rifle-seller had been poisoned, and as he 
gnawed the gilt edge of his coffee cup he went over 
the plans of battle for the following morning. 

More than ever the scheming Randall wondered 
if Sabbati had ever struck head to dust in front of 
the tired, wise face of Talbot Bimbashi. So much 
depended upon this one incident that the imcertainty 
appalled the pretended Deliverer of El Islam, as he 
sat and looked across at the brandy-drinking Pasha. 

If the fat engineer of the Zarguppa had got 
safely back, Talbot, himself, and his own men, 
good, hard troops wise in river fighting, would at 
once be headed up the Blue Nile stream to bring 
reinforcements for the solitary white man. How- 
ever, the twentieth-century crusaders must cer- 
tainly emerge from behind the inimitable curtain 
of mist and water that concealed their encampment. 

For Talbot could by no means be expected to dis- 
cover the entrance through the supposedly impass- 
able Blue Nile Falls. A dozen secret-service mis- 
sions in British pay had been in these upper waters, 
but no hint of the unknown passage or the stockade 
brt. had ever resulted. 
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Meanwhile, Zanda Pasha eyed his silent dinner 
company with profound contempt, and he had an 
idea that it would be clever of him if he could do or 
say something to wake up these three people. So 
the governor general drank more brandy and broke 
the silence by remarking placidly to Elizabeth: 

"You will be quite accustomed to living up here 
in a few months, and I shall try to make you happy." 

Elizabeth thought the man was insane from drink; 
and, judging by the quantities he had imbibed, her 
belief was only natural. Randall, however, perceived 
that the Armenian had thrown aside the truce they 
had agreed upon in reference to the girl. 

This meant that Randall's, plans for battle were 
half a dozen hours behind time, and that daybreak 
would see not the commencement of the fighting, 
but its finish. 

In the twinkle of an eyelid the false prophet re- 
adjusted his arrangements. He opened his mouth 
to shout to the six sub-chiefs among his followers 
who were on guard in the doorway leading to the 
Deliverer's half of the big blockhouse. 

At which moment Hilken created a diversion by 
falling off his chair, amid a loud crashing of crock- 
ery, and into Randall's arms. 

The latter dragged the unconscious man to the 
huge divan on which Nashti had been sitting while 
telling of the Flower of Gloom. Both the prophet 
and the governor general forgot, for the moment, 
their contest for the possession of the girl. 
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^What ails the man?" snapped Zanda, in the 
camp patois, and as Randall answ«^, ^^ATadri^^ 
(don't know), Elizabeth reached them; but he 
pushed her away. 

''You must not come near him," he warned her, 
sharply. ''Ill take charge of him myself." 




CHAPTER XV 

THE PLAGUE ARRANGES MATTERS 

WHILE Nashti came to Randall's assistance 
and pulled Elizabeth back to the dinner table, 
the prophet studied the rifle-seller's discoloring face. 
Then he took a knife and cut out the coat and shirt 
sleeve under the left arm, and thrust a hand into 
the opening. 

Then he jumped back like a man who has been 
bitten, and stood looking at his hand irresolutely, as 
if the four fingers and the thumb must have lied in 
some wav to the brain. For unless his sense of 
touch deceived him, John Randall had foimd unmis- 
takable symptoms of bubonic plague under Sverg 
Hilken's clothing. 

He took another survey of the rifle merchant's 
purple lips and the blood blisters that were forming 
on the membranes of his mouth and nostrils. He 
felt again the huge swellings in the armpit and at 
the base of the throat, and let the arm drop heavily 
back into place. 

The man had the plague. Moreover, he had that 

rare double infection known as pneumonic-bubonic 

plague. 
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When he comprehended the new complication of 
affairs, Randall acknowledged to himself with a 
queer twisted smile that his own plannings against 
the threatened attack on Egyptian territory had 
been altogether unnecessary. 

The man who had furnished Zanda Pasha with a 
cargo of modem firearms had in the end spiked 
them very effectively. 

Randall felt sure the disease must have been lurking 
in him for weeks. At all events, it would at once 
attack on every side; and those wounded by it died 
nine hundred and ninety-nine times out of the thou- 
sand. 

Moreover, when the presence of the deadliest en- 
emy of human flesh was discovered, and his handi- 
craft recognized by the black and yellow men fore- 
gathered behind the Blue Falls, there would be no 
deliverance of Islam by way of Egypt, nor by way 
of any other route. 

Wherefore, it was evident that the problem of 
getting away safely with the woman he had come so 
far to take care of was apt to be complicated at any 
moment by an outbreak of plague inside the stockade. 

So this twister of the torn ends of Fate decided 
to send half of his bodyguard of devotees at once to 
board the Zarguppa. They would find the engineer's 
crew and twenty fire boys on board her, and the 
;t orders of the MoUah of Konia would be obeyed 
width of a fine hair, 
simple, and even easy, Randall's latest plan, 
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He must wait until Hilken was dead — say from 
five to twelve hours — and carry oflf Elizabeth and 
Nashti with the remainder of his household troops. 
Afterward he would cut a way to the Zarguppa and 
steam back through the tumbling curtain of the 
Falls. 

He could begin the instant Hilken was dead; 
but to make good his plan he must remain master 
of the secret that the plague had solved the problem 
of the stockade. 

At present he wanted to get the dying man to 
himself and to separate Elizabeth from further 
chances of infection. 

First of allyhe beckoned to three sub-chiefs standing 
in the door leading to his side of the building, and 
stationed the men in front of the entrance to the 
apartment furnished by Zanda Pasha for Elizabeth. 
Then he crowded the two women toward the same 
place. 

"Your father needs special attention," he ex- 
plained, "and he must go to my apartments. You 
will enter here; bar your door, and let no one by it.'* 

"Not even the general commanding the fortress,'* 
interposed Zanda Pasha, with ready comprehension, 
from the head of the deserted dinner table. 

He was not to be diverted by small matters from 
his nightly stimulant, and was still drinking unbe- 
lievable quantities, even for a renegade Mohamme- 
dan with a camel-like stomach and a subtropical 
thirst. 
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"You will let no one by your door to-night," 
Randall repeated to the girl; "above all, the gen- 
eral commanding the fortress." And he forced a 
laugh, but this exchange of hostilities escaped none 
of them. 

Elizabeth resisted Nashti^s efforts to get her 
inside their rooms; for something convinced the girl 
that her father would die long before she was freed 
from her extraordinary position. So once more she 
found herself dependent on the ex-dragoman. 

After all, it was not a new sensation, and, indeed, 
was fast becoming more or less of a habit. During 
the recent weeks of topsyturvy deviltry the man had 
never varied in his care of her. With as little talk 
as the thing permitted, with no nearer approach than 
her own safety required of him, he had kept her im- 
harmed in circumstances whose consequences to her- 
self — without him — she had not failed to realize. 

Now Elizabeth Hilken, by no fault of her own, 
was placed where she needed a man, and one in- 
deed of the rarest type. As she took a last look at 
her father's terrifying face, she touched Randall's 
grotesque silk robe, with a sudden access of entreaty. 

"You will be good to him," she said, with a glance 
into the dark face bent over her. "Oh, please be 
good to him!" And her eyes added, "For my sake," 
if ever the thing was said to a man by a woman. 

Then she yielded to Nashti's insistent pressure, 
and the shutting of their heavy door was followed by 
the click of its inside bolts. 
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The MoUah of Konia turned to find Zanda Pasha 
atandmg alongside and trembling with the spite 
which was choking him. 

"Very touching that," he said, thickly. "Now I 
suppose you will be so good as to take your dying 
pig out of my dining-room," 

Of course it was not the governor general's dining 
room, but the Deliverer had Hilken carried into his 
own half of the building without further dispute 
with the enraged Pasha. 

They put him on the bed, and the room was cleared 
of all but Randall, who locked his doors and tied 
a thick veil over his head to offset the chances of 
contagion. It was barely done before the rifle- 
seller developed a raging fever. 

It was soon necessary to tie him hand and foot. 
His tongue swelled enormously and protruded from 
the mouth, out of which came the drip of blood and 
serum from his rapidly dissolving lungs. 

Randall knew them for the tokens of plague in the 
pneumonic form — ^fatality one hundred per cent., and 
a rapidity which meant death within ten hours. 

He bathed Hilken's head in cold water, and felt 
sorry for him — ^nobody on earth could have done 
any more for the man. Two hours later the rifle- 
seller's convulsions ceased. 

Next the fever died out, and he turned icy cold. 
Whereupon the watcher noted the arrival of the final 
stage and took oflF the improvised hobbles that had 
kept the patient on the bed. 
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Randall was intensely annoyed by the fact that 
he could not smoke a cigarette, owing to the veil over 
his face. He went to the window, where he noticed 
a number of campfires sprinkled inside the stockade 
dividing Fort Menelik from the jungle. 

He marveled at this violation of the strictest of 
all camp regulations; for the dread of fire is great 
in tropical encampments. The country for miles 
around them was red, and the wood was rotting 
from the dry heat. Wherefore a campfire was more 
strictly forbidden than murder even, and death was 
inflicted for Hghting one. Randall counted a full score 
of them now around which flared the shadows of men. 

His first thought was that his plan to escape on 
the Zarguppa had been fathomed by Zanda Pasha. 
He took off the veil and went out to question his 
guards. 

The men were asleep on their prayer mats in the 
wide corridor. Their leader reported that one-half 
of them were on board the steamer, and that the 
crew boys and engineers were carefully guarded and 
ready to light fires as soon as the representative of 
Allah and Mohammed ordered it. 

Satisfied that his plan was in working condition, 
he returned to his window. There were more fires 
burning, and groaning noises mixed with bowlings 
were beginning to come from the stockade. 

Then, for the first time, Randall began to feel that 
his hope of getting out of the stockade with the two 
women was dwindUng. 
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During the usual darkness and stupor just before 
dawn he might have counted on some trick to get 
by the gates safely. The chances were against him 
now, because of the disorder throughout the camp; 
and it would be neither so easy nor so simple as it 
had seemed at first. 

So he had less time than ever to spend in waiting, 
and went impatiently toward Hilken. The man was 
as cold as stone, but his chest continued to rise and 
fall with a whistling motion. The rifle-seller needed 
more time in which to finish. 

Nevertheless, Randall decided that he would begin 
at once his move toward the steamer. He opened his 
door in time to catch up in his arms the falling figure 
of the Egyptian dancer. Supposing her to be fol- 
lowed, he rejammed the entrance and bolted it, then 
swung back to the lamp, still holding the woman. 

Nashti's eyes were set, and when she opened her 
mouth clotted blood came out, followed by froth. 
That indicated a wound somewhere in her lungs, 
and Randall understood why she had held her right 
breast with both hands when she fell before his door- 
way. 

Unquestionably the dancer was on the same road 
as the rifle-seller. The man who had brought 
her up the Blue Nile never doubted this, for there 
were no surgeons here, and no wise nurses to coax 
torn lung tissues together. They were in guerilla 
land, where the injured went, not to the wall, but 
into the burnt-out earth — ^trodden into it. 
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And what of Elizabeth? The thought cut tl9rough 
Randall's consciousness like a wide, red light, carry- 
ing pain intolerable and vast, as some few emotions 
are able to engulf the soul and reason of the strongest. 

He ripped a strip of coarse muslin oflF the bed- 
stead, slipped it under Nashti's clenched hands, and 
brought it behind her back. Then he caught a loop, 
and, jabbing his sword handle through the knothole, 
twisted the improvised tourniquet until the rough 
material cut into her breast. 

The woman gave no sign of suffering, and probably 
in her lowered vitality felt none. Only as the grip- 
ping bandage took up the pressure her hands slipped 
down from a triangular gash m the right breast- 
it was the torn edges she had been holding together. 

Randall pressed her hard against his body, with 
one hand behind, her, straining on the saber handle 
that maintained the pressure on the bandage. Then 
he wiped the froth off her lips and cleansed her 
mouth of the blood clots. Meantime he was talking 
to her loudly. 

"Don't speak, above all things,'* he commanded. 
" Try not to breathe, and fight against coughing." 

The eyes answered for the old, unquestioning 
obedience; and Randall was forced to strangle a 
sort of dry sob beginning to climb up in his throat. 
The "Flower of Gloom" was making ready to die, 
while he said more softly: 

"It was Zanda Pasha who struck thee?" And 

he was using the tumbling, liquid patois of lowest 
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Egypt — ^the oldest living language on the globe, the 
love language of the fellah to his mate. 

This was Nashti's own talk, caught while swing- 
ing to the broad back of her tilted-eyed mother. 
Randall judged that the dancing-woman would in 
the end imderstand longest and best her own peculiar 
tongue. 

Her eyes answered "Yes**; and he knew that it 
had been the Armenian who had stabbed the woman, 

"He did!" growled Randall, perceiving again his 
mistake in delaying open warfare with Zanda 
Ishmael Pasha. 

"He is in your place now, alone with her?" Ran- 
dall asked, slowly; and again the eyes of Egypt told 
him he was right. 

"He struck you to get at her," he went on, as 
there came to him the realization of just how the 
thing had been done; and this time she nodded a 
vehement affirmative. 

For a few moments he stood silent, with the dying 
dancer pressed against him in order to close the hole 
in her chest and keep life in her as long as possible. 

"You came here slowly, of course," resumed 
Randall, more to himself than to the woman; "say 
half an hour in all." 

The arrival of the worst news that the man's 
brain cells had ever received for him preceded by 
almost a minute his real comprehension of the thing 
itself. In other words, he was badly dazed by the 
shock. 
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When he finally understood the matter and its 
consequences — namely, that for nearly an hour 
Elizabeth had been shut in alone with Zanda Ishmad 
Pasha — ^the thin, fine water of the fear-sweat spread 
slowly over his body. 

They come with a sort of smarting sting, the pearl- 
like drops of the fear-sweat, cold water standing out 
on cold flesh. God help the man on whom they 
have put their mark; he will never lose it, not even 
after death. 

Once before John Randall had felt that sting at 
its beginning. That was on the Zarguppa, when he 
had been stricken with the fear of insanity; but the 
thing had passed. Now it worked its wiU on him to 
the end. 

Nashti imderstood him; and, despite his orders 
not to speak, she managed to murmur, "Zanda can- 
not harm her; he went to sleep," and she showed in 
her right hand a flattish bit of wood, hard and shiny. 
"I scratched with the poison-stick behind the ear 
as his knife went into me,'' she continued. "You 
know this, Effendi." 

He nodded imcertainly, and wiped away the foam 
that was coming with the words, and pressed his ear 
hard against her mouth to catch the meaning from 
her stiffening lips. Making a last demand on her 
ebbing strength, Nashti found power to finish. 

"The poison on this means sleep for an hour or 
two," the dancer muttered; "and then the madness 
(A the stick comes on them, and they die in one 
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of many ways. So the pig sleeps now, but you 
must hurry. Lay me with the rifle-seller — is he 
dead?" 

He dies/' said Randall. 

We can die together/* she whispered; and he 
laid her across the bed, and stood alongside think- 
ing out the details of the work he had in hand. 

Meanwhile Nashti, the Egyptian, her lungs alto- 
gether choked up with the blood flooding into them, 
took another look at the man who had already for- 
gotten her, and then died quietly. 

Only she gave a quick sob of fright and loneliness 
as she felt herself slip out into a nothingness that was 
soft and infinitely black. 

The sob roused Randall, and he looked down at 
her. Tears, turgid and scalding, filled his half -shut 
eyes as he straightened the woman across the foot 
of the bed. 

Then with short, choppy steps, altogether different 
from his natural long stride, he swept aroimd the 
walls of the big room. His twitching lips cut his 
half -conscious talk into uneven growls as the man 
fought against the extraordinary passion in posses- 
sion of him. 

"I will cut this man Zanda into small slices for 
the camp dogs," he broke out, finally. " I will hang 
him by his flat feet and slit his throat two ways, up 
and across; I will do it, so help m& ^rod^tb^t^s in 

Heaven. Amen." X^^^^'" ^*''^*'"' ^-oV 

A decidedly singular sort{^;ijf pra^^HhiSr6vok^\ 
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by Randall's half-mad fear for the woman with 
whom he was in love. 

It started with half-articulated howls as he pic- 
tured exactly how he would enact jimgle justice on 
the Pasha of Fort Menelik. The final appealing 
clause to the One who had set the scenes for this 
human comedy were whispered softly and slowly. 

So it was with a great reverence that the man, 
tired of many creeds and religions, returned in his 
bitterest moment to the first and simplest prayer 
of boyhood. 

In his dread for Elizabeth the phlegmatic casing 
of John Randall suddenly split, showing the real 
man whom wise men of two hemispheres had sought 
in vain. For there are depths of agony that lift 
the human from us and set us face to face with 
higher things. 

So the cry of Randall, as he demanded justice 
on his enemy, the fat commander of Fort Menelik, 
went up slowly into the night; and something — ^he 
had no idea what — came down into the man's heart 
and comforted him. 



CHAPTER XVI 

WHAT RANDALL FOUND IN THE DARK 

T ]i 71TH the curious catch of the upper Kp that 
V V had so frequently been taken for a smile, 
but which was a mere nervous trick characteristic 
of Randall in his most dangerous humor, the De- 
liverer of EJ Islam swung on his heels to look at the 
place he proposed to escape from. 

He glanced at the rifle-seller; the man's chest was 
motionless, and the mouth was propped far apart 
by the tongue that had burst open. Undoubtedly 
Sverg Hilken had finished the matter this time. 

Randall joined his group of chiefs in the dimly 
lighted corridorway. The men had given up trying 
to sleep, and were grouped at the window. 

The advent of Nashti had had nothing to do with 
the uneasiness of the Deliverer's guards. A woman 
who knocked on a door at night was to them like 
the dates and the wine of yesterday, woji:h no man's 
notice. 

It was without the fortress where those usually 
profoimd sleepers, the guardians of Islam's false 
prophet, scented uneasiness. When his door opened, 
they knelt, as their religious training required of 
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them whenever he appeared. The chief of them 
ventured to speak of the increasing confusion inside 
the stockade. 

With a short blessing, Randall took the place at 
the window; and, despite his foreknowledge of the 
coming upheaval at Fortress Menelik, he was sur- 
prised at the rapidity with which a£fairs were march- 
ing outside the building. 

Around the inner rim of the twelve-foot palisade 
there were camped the European - drilled infantry 
of General Zanda. These were wide - shouldered, 
with huge thighs and heavy hips. Broad nostrils 
lay close against thick lips which extended oc- 
casionally beyond the nose itself, and, with the 
strong, pointed teeth, formed a sort of sawn -off 
muzzle. 

Such were the herders that General Zanda had 
put around the Mohammedan sheep to keep them 
away from the big fence wherein they were folded. As 
he looked them over, Randall knew something must 
be radically wrong throughout the camp; otherwise 
Osmun Bey, directly in charge of the fortification, 
would have been pumping lead into the squads 
which had taken to marching aroimd the barrack- 
like building in the center. 

While Randall examined the situation, about 
twenty men in the flowing costume of the desert- 
bom people rushed up imder the window. 

"Death strikes us in the night time, O Deliverer!" 
they howled, every head thrown far back between 
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the shoulders, for all the world like the gray desert 
hyenas. 

"Aid us, for we die on every side!" they bellowed. 
"Our tongues burst with the pain that grips us, and 
our mouths rim blood." 

By which Randall understood that the plague 
germs were already hard at work, and that the har- 
vesting was to be both swift and plentiful. He 
leaned out the window until the gloss of his satin 
robe and its embroidered crescents sent a shower 
of reflections into the gloom below him. 

Gripping the window jamb, he hung above them 
and peered down into the crowd. They had Hil- 
ken's malady, every suffering, howling wretch in 
the crowd. 

Some whined as they shivered with the ice of the 
cold fit; others were in the second stage of the pest 
and gone mad in the fever period. Their cracking 
tongues protruded, dripping the blood and serum 
typical of the plague pneumonic. 

In view of such general contagion, Randall re- 
versed his opinion that Sverg Hilken had brought 
the disease hither. It seemed more probable that 
he had merely picked it up dming his promenade 
the previous morning. 

The plague-gripped Moslems called on their De- 
liverer a second time, but he said nothing to them. 
Then they tiuned and rushed back into the camping 
multitude, scattering the infectious slobber from 
their gaping mouths. 
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The rigid devotees behind the false MoIIah of 
Konia made no move, but terror cut sudden notches 
into their strong, grave faces. Still they remained 
with bent heads before the man they trusted. 

And he was betraying them rapidly with the im- 
perturbable plan that alone could offer him a chance 
to save the girl on the other side of the fortress. 
What he wanted to do was to cut his way and the 
way of Elizabeth Hilken to the side of the Zarguppa, 
where there waited for him men equally as faithful 
as those now in front of him. 

Any idea of a regular battle between the Moslems 
and the Abyssinians was out of the question now. 
The camp was much more than half mad with fear. 
The great corral around the house containing Randall 
and Miss Hilken was filled with a multitude that 
would recognize but one leader — ^the man who would 
promise to open the gates which shut in the well and 
the plague-struck together. 

The half of the personal guard of the Deliverer 
still with him consisted of twelve sub-chiefs, each 
controlling nine men armed with saber and rifle, 
altogether one himdred and twenty men. 

It was not an impressive force, but they were cer- 
tain of Paradise if they died in the service of Is- 
lam's Deliverer. One hundred and twenty such 
men, skilfully handled, meant enormous possibilities 
in the midst of the chaos around them. 

In sixty seconds Randall had taken possession of 
the central hall, where he found a number of General 
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Zanda's subordinate oflScers. They had been argu- 
mg the situation, but saluted the Mollah of Konia, 
and made way for the great man to pass through 
them. 

The arrival of one of the two recognized leaders, 
coupled with the mysterious powers this tall, silent 
individual was supposed to possess, comforted the 
underlings. They allowed themselves to be crowded 
back until Randall and his people were in front of 
the doorway to Miss Hilken's apartment. 

A swift questioning of Zanda Pasha's men showed 
that none of them had an idea where the governor 
general had disappeared. So he ordered the lot to 
keep quiet, and ventured to open the door. 

Evidently Zanda Ishmael had not been able to 
relock the place after Nashti had managed to escape 
to Randall. The latest comer did not fail to remedy 
this omission. 

What he was going to find in Elizabeth Hilken's 
apartment, and what he should decide to do there, 
required neither witnesses nor interference. 

There were five rooms to the suite allotted by 
Zanda to the Hilkens and their maid servant. The 
first was black — a mere anteroom; but he found 
the portieres to the inner doorway and came into 
a lighted lounging-room. 

His heart muscles pumped rapidly as he saw the 
body of General Zanda Ishmael lying across a divan 
near the center of the room. Despite the dancer's 
story concerning her unique weapon, the intruder 
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was inclined to believe that nothing worse than an 
enormous amount of liquor had thrown the governor 
general into the stupor which held him. 

Randall saw no trace of the girl, and paused to 
examine Zanda Ishmael, whom he fancied might also 
have the plague. His appearance showed neither 
of the two forms plague assumes. So there must be 
some other poison at work in the bloated carcass on 
the divan; and Randall could only believe thank- 
fully it was, as Nashti had said, the venom ad- 
hering to the point of her weapon — the rarely seen 
poison-stick of Egypt. 

Randall called the girl incessantly while making 
the round of the apartment. He foimd only a 
secret door by which the Pasha had entered. Its 
existence explained the governor general's amuse- 
ment when Randall had so carefully seen to the 
locking of the only known entrance to Elizabeth's 
rooms. 

A roughly hewn affair in the outer wall, the door 
was still open, but hidden by the tapestry that ran 
aroimd the place. The breeze stirring the hangings 
had enabled him to locate the opening, and it oc- 
curred to him that Elizabeth herself could have found 
this exit without diflBculty. 

And rather than remain shut up with General 
Zanda the girl had probably ventured into the 
stockade filled with the maddened refuse of three 
continents. 

With this conclusion forcing itself upon him, 

I204J 



WHAT RANDALL FOUND 

Randall made another search and found himself 
still alone and back at the secret doorway. Grip- 
ping the crude jambs, he swimg himself outward 
and looked helplessly across the lightening com- 
pound. 

He foresaw small chance of finding Elizabeth 
Hilken again in that confusion. 

However, one thing still favored Randall's ulti- 
mate chance for escape : the crackle of a gatling now 
sounded mcessantly from the direction of the exit. 
This showed Osmun Bey had awakened to his dan- 
gerous position and was fighting desperately to hold 
back the multitude. 

An unending succession of tiny sparks lighted up 
the entrance blockhouse. And while the men at 
the gate still held it Randall was at liberty to count 
on his plan of reaching the exit with Elizabeth. 

Meanwhile he had lost the girl. The full meaning 
of the fact struck home to him as he continued 
to peer into the whirling cross section of Hell in 
front of him. 

He missed i^one of the details in the growing 
strength of the most singular dawn that had ever 
swept up out of that strangest of places — the inner 
plateau of the Blue Nile hill country. 

To search for the woman among the multitude was 
out of the question. There remained one chance: 
she might return in time for them to get to the 
exit before Osmun Ali Bey and his black men were 
finished off and the gates opened. 
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Once this latter event arrived, the plague-stricken 
mixture of Moslems and Abyssinians would over- 
flow the Zarguppa; and every forest road would be 
rendered impassable by the infection from their dead 
and dying. 

As he hung by his hands from the side of the secret 
entrance to the rooms given Elizabeth by Zanda 
Pasha, Randall realized perfectly that the sane thing 
for him to do was to return to his men at once. If 
he delayed his sortie to the steamer, the exit would 
be carried and he himself would be helpless. 

'* Mistakes, mistakes, nothing but mistakes!" 
he growled, reverting to his mother tongue for the 
first time in many weeks. 

He went back through the five rooms, and stopped 
by the side of Zanda Pasha. He was entirely green 
now, was General Zanda Ishmael — ^green as hill grass 
in April — ^and he was beginning to stir and mutter in 
his poisoned sleep. 

With his mind still centered on the girFs disap- 
pearance Randall wondered idly if the second stage 
of the poison-stick was coming upon the man. Now 
the dancer had said the Armenian would eventually 
wake up insane from some unknown drug. 

If he did, his noise and disorder might put an 
end to Randall's last hope — namely, that the girl, 
unable to stay in the stockade, might come back to 
the one place she was familiar with. 

So the watcher got out his dagger; but he did not 
kill General Zanda. 
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"It's pure cowardice, yielding to scruples about 
finishing a sleeping enemy/' RandaU murmured, 
as he watched the twisting body of the governor 
general. "Nashti would have killed him now; 
that's why her plans were always better than mine." 
But still he shrank from getting rid of Ishmael Pasha 
by the simple method of putting the knife in him 
before he awoke. 

A new group of the plague-stricken paused near 
the hidden doorway leading to the corral, and their 
cries reached the undecided Englishman. They 
still called on the man in whom they had trusted, 
saying: 

"O Deliverer of Islam, come and save us! O 
Chosen of Allah, we die! . . . May Allah spare us! 
• . . Kill . . . slay . • • cut and slash • . . dogs! . . . 
devils! . . .** 

The mingled moanings and prayers were tossed 
together from the gaping mouths of these people 
in "the midst of a formidable uproar of knives and 
gims clashing, striking thick, muffled blows on bared 
shoulders and heads. 

The listener beside the divan of Zanda Pasha 
thought of Elizabeth somewhere in the confusion. 
She might be plague-stricken; it was well within the 
bounds of probability. Randall imagined her eyes 
aglow from fever, the face contorted, the tongue 
swollen and hanging. 

The stress of his fear changed into pity that 
swallowed up all the earlier emotions of that un« 
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equaled night. Seized with a paroxysm of some sort 
which he found himself unable to comprehend, he 
rushed into the dark anteroom that opened onto 
the central hall. 

Here, two hours before, by sun-time, Randall, 
Zanda, Hilken, and his daughter had heard the dancer 
of Assorti talk about a "Flower of Gloom." Hilken 
was dead, and the dancer with him; the Pasha was 
dying a strange death on the divan fifteen feet 
from Randall; and Elizabeth EUlken had disap- 
peared in the midst of the plague-tortured black 
people. 

This was why Randall dropped to the center of 
the velvet floor rug and rested his face on his crossed 
arms. As the man lay there he began to whimper; 
and when the reflex emotion gripped him more 
strongly again, he cried aloud, bellowing harshly. 
After a while he stopped and lifted his head off the 
carpet. 

"Elizabeth, Elizabeth!** he called, softly; adding 
in his mother tongue, to which he seemed, after 
weeks of abstinence, to have returned imconsciously : 
"Who could have imagined such a finish to it all?" 

There was a sob in the darkness, and, as he jerked 
himself to his knees, arms went around his neck, and 
Elizabeth Hilken was clinging to him like some mad 
creature. 

"Dad! oh. Dad!" she sobbed. "I stayed behind 
the tapestry until I heard you talking English. 
But it is not he!" she cried, as Randall struggled to 
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his feet with her in his arms; for his height told her 
that this could not be her father. 
He placed her on the floor in the next room, and 

m 

she stood there swaying in front of him, her eyes 
huge with unbelief. 

"You," she almost whispered; "you, who called 
for me in English — ^you, who wept, thinking that 
I was lost?" 

"Yes, it was I who called for you in English," he 
admitted, "and I who wept." 

He gave her a moment's opportunity to conquer 
the extraordinary emotion that seemed to have taken 
possession of one usually so perfectly poised, then 
he said rapidly : 

"We must get out of here at once. Miss BBlken; 
we have a bare chance to escape with our lives." 

Even this startling enunciation of a situation 
seemed to fall flat. Her entire being was intent 
on the one great fact that this man who had trapped 
and then loved her — ^the man who would have let her 
go and failed— this ex^agoman and Arab prince, was 
talking English as if it had been his mother's tongue. 

"But you speak just as I do myself," she threw at 
him, breathlessly. "It is marvelous. No native 
could talk like that," she ended, with a surety which 
pulsated in every vibration of her voice. 

She came closer, while her eyes searched him nar- 
rowly. She was watching for something which should 
make certain the scarcely comprehended hope that 
was filling her. 
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He did not answer at once, and merely rested 
there, feasting his eyes on her, refreshing his shat- 
tered nerves by the sight of her. 

Her beauty struck him once more with its un- 
qualified perfection, and he came closer to her. This 
time she did not draw back even when he said to 
her, apropos of nothing but his heart: 

"Do you know that a woman should always wear 
white, and that a woman should always be tall, with 
wide eyes, and slender?" 

After which he stopped short and wondered at 
the insane impulses which came to him on this day 
when nothing but cold self-possession could bring 
them through it alive. 

But she did not seem ofiFended; in fact, the mere 
word meant little to the girl. It was the language 
he was using that was all to her. 

"You are no native!'* declared Elizabeth, unre- 
servedly. "Are you English or French?" she de- 
manded, wonderingly. "You speak both equally 
well, and yet I can't judge your French enough to 
be quite sure.'* 

She was giving him the opportunity to climb 
back over that barrier he had deUberately put be- 
tween them; and nobody but John Randall will ever 
know how hard it was to disregard the hand she 
stretched out to him. It cost him something to 
deny the truth to this woman, who was blindly 
in search of it, but with all of her heart in the eyes 
that never left his face. 
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Still he never forgot that Elizabeth could not re- 
main uncompromised in her own eyes if she were 
forced knowingly to accept the sole guardianship of 
a man of her own class. For it had been the im- 
measurable distance the girl had. always believed lay 
between them that had made their almost bewild- 
ering intimacy possible hitherto without the slightest 
embarrassment on the woman's part. 

If Sverg Hilken had been still alive, or even 
Nashti, the false dragoman would have thrown all 
reserve to the winds and told her everything. 

But the rifle-seller was dead, along with the danc- 
ing-woman of Assort!, and the dripping-tongued 
plague wa^ sowing the whirlwind and reaping its 
harvest in the encrimsoned chaos around them. 

So he would not tell her now for her sake, and 
answered steadily enough: 

"I am Azar Kazim, an Arabian, Prince of Konia." 
And then he could have caught her in his arms and 
cried over her as he saw the light die out of the wide 
eyes that were on him. 

But he dared not fail either her or himself now, 
and brought her back to realities by exclaiming: 

" We must be mad to talk and talk, when the one 
chance for our lives is perhaps already lost!" 

He jerked down a section of the tapestry and 
made an effort to wrap the girl in it, but she moved 
outside the swing of his arm. 

" I will not go a step without my father," Elizabeth 
announced. 
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This left him no alternative but to explain mat- 
ters, and he had no time for broken hints. 

"Your father is dead," he declared, reddy to catch 
her; but she showed no symptom of fainting, or 
even of weakness, so he continued: i 

"Nashti also is dead; he" — motioning to the 
jerking body of Zanda Ishmael — "stabbed her 
through the breast, but she managed to get to 
me. 

His voice grew a trifle softer as he spoke of the 
dancer. He could still feel the pressure of her dying 
body against his heart. 

Elizabeth remained motionless. Only as he spoke 
of Zanda Pasha her eyes traveled from Randall to 
the body on the divan, and came back and rested 
on the speaker's face. 

"I came here to make sure the Pasha did no 
further injury," he explained, "but the man was 
asleep. Nashti has poisoned him with a stick or 
something, and she said he would sleep first and then 
go mad — I think she spoke truly." 

Still the girl stood irresolute, and he began all 
over again. 

"Your father is dead with the plague, and out- 
side there" — ^he paused, and the howling came faintly 
to them — " out there they have the plague, hundreds 
of them. Our one chance is to get back to the 
Zarguppa and return down the river." 

He waited to allow the girl a chance to comprehend 
the facts he had crowded on her, hoping again that 
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she would faint, so he might take her with him and 
explain afterward. 

As it was, she did not so much as waver on her 
feet, but continued to eye him steadily , moistening her 
parching lips in a sort of dumb unbelief as she lis- 
tened to these incredible relations on the part of this 
individual, who went on speaking English with the 
easy emphasis and intimate turns that showed a 
thorough mastery of the language. 

When did he die?" she asked, finally. 
Over an hour ago," he answered, standing now 
with crossed arms and bent head in the attitude of 
service he had used during the days when they were 
coming out of Egypt. 

He meant it to say, "Everything changes; but your 
dragoman is here, and the steamer is waiting," and 
she understood thoroughly enough. Her sense of 
security as far as this man was concerned was 
strong in the girl, as she listened for a moment 
to the sounds from the stockaded hell around 
them. 

"I must see my father," said Elizabeth, speaking 
with marked difficulty. 

Now their time was short and valuable, so he 
tried to explain; but she insisted. 

" You do not trust me," he declared. 

Then at last they looked squarely in each other's 
eyes and the girl answered: 

"Have I a choice?" 

And as he shrugged his shoulders without further 
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answering, she lost her remarkable calm, crying bit- 
terly : 

"'Let me see him just a moment! I will not touch 
him, only I must see him, as otherwise I shall always 
feel that perhaps I left him living. It is something 
I must see for myself, you know." 

"We will go this way," he said, indicating the 
direction by which he had entered her apartment. 

She went into what had been her bedroom and 
came out with a raincoat, changing her hat from one 
hand to the other as she struggled to put the 
coat on. 

"What chance is there left us?" she asked. 

And as she finally pinned the Uttle toque in place, 
he told her somewhat grimly : 

"None but the Zarguppa.** 

Whereupon she said, "I am ready," and im- 
mediately dashed back into her bedroom. 

Such behavior dismayed Randall, who was decid- 
ing he would have to bring her by force, when she 
was back at his side, putting into his hand a thick, 
square package. 

"It's the money for the rifles," she explained. "It 
would be wrong to leave it here, for some of it 
belongs to other men." 

He nodded indifferently; under the circumstances 
the French banknotes stood small chance of reaching 
a country where they were worth the paper and ink 
it had cost to print them. However, he pulled back 
his heavy silk robe and was tucking the package im- 
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der the belt next his skm when a sort of coughing 
laugh made him drop it. 

With a wise continuation of the same movement 
of his hand, he loosened his army revolver from the 
belt and fired through his bumoose. The heavy 
bullet cut the silk pelisse of the Deliverer, passing 
within six inches of Miss Hilken's right side. 

In the end it made a wide hole through the 
abdomen of General Zanda Ishmael, who had been in 
the act of stabbing the girl between the shoulders. 
The shock of the big projectile spun Zanda around 
like a revolving balloon; and he toppled over, drag- 
gmg the girl down with him. 

Randall got her out unhurt, except that she was 
completely breathless, and was compelled to cling to 
him for support. 

He made sure that she was otherwise uninjured; 
picked up the money package, and turned back in 
time to see the fat man stagger to his feet and fall 
again. This time he pitched against the lamp that 
lighted the place. 

In two seconds the tapestry lining the wall was 
ablaze, and almost at once the ceiling was crackling. 
In the distorting glare the two looked at each 
other for a moment with a certain curious intent- 
ness. 

And when their eyes parted there was no remain- 
ing doubt in his mind that she knew he loved her, 
and for the first time he began to believe that she 
would not at any price have had it otherwise. 
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Then he silently urged her out of the room, after 
binding ner right wrist to his left arm. 

Linked together in this fashion, they came into the 
central hall, where he found his own men; but 
Zanda's officers had mostly disappeared. He talked 
rapidly to the twelve sub-chiefs as they made their 
prostration before him. 

"The wrath of Allah is terrible," announced the 
mock MoUah of Konia. "The plague kills on every 
side, and madness has struck Zanda Pasha, who has 
fired his fortress. Follow close after me." And the 
entire group crossed the main hall and hurried down 
the corridor to Randall's bedroom. 

Elizabeth looked dumbly on the blackened face 
of her father, where he lay above Nashti; and then 
turning they fled back into the central hall, empty 
now and black with smoke. At last they escaped 
into the court, where the noises of its frenzied in- 
mates were being punctuated by the spitting crackle 
of rifle fire which showed that Osmun Bey and his 
black infantry still held the one exit to the stockade. 



CHAPTER XVII 

THE EXODUS 

FOR twenty minutes the sun had been ascending 
the Red Sea lowlands. It now managed to 
climb above the sheltering edge of the Abyssinian 
plateau, and showed its orange-colored disk to the 
struggling mass in Fort Menelik. 

As the counterfeit prophet swept into the camp 
with his one hundred and twenty bodyguards, the 
draft horse that had served General Zanda trotted 
by awkwardly. A slender little man from Besarabia 
caught the brute by the near ear and stopped him 
short, with the simple native trick of jabbing three 
fingers and a thumb into the animaFs nostrils. 

"Be still, pig in horsehide," warned the desert 
man; and the scared beast recognized the masterly 
grip, and, dripping with the sweat of his fire fear, 
permitted himself to be led to Randall. 

"Behold what Allah sends thee, Chosen of God!'* 
said the captor, sententiously. 

Two of the men made a staircase by a swift and 
easy method; one lay upon his face in the dust, 
another crouched on all fours by the animal's side. 

So Elizabeth and the Deliverer were mounted 
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with considerable scrambling, and trotted heavily 
down the path cutting the center of the court to- 
ward Osmun Bey's blockhouse. 

It was soon evident that the Moslem crusaders 
continued to feel a supreme reverence for their 
religious ruler. 

The influence thus gained was increased by the 
fact that the Deliverer nodded assent to the prayers 
that the stockade be opened. Randall mixed in an 
occasional blessing, while the men around the horse 
bellowed incessantly: "O thy right! O thy left! 
O thy face! O thy back!" as they pushed and 
fought their way into the multitude, which was 
churning about with the noise of many devils strug- 
gling in a great pit. 

"Bless the Prophet," the bodyguard shouted, 
"and get out of the way!" 

The broad-breasted horse was invaluable for break- 
ing the crowd, and the Mohammedans lined up 
behind their leader. Thus, shoved on from be- 
hind, they speedily arrived in front of the fort's 
exit. 

Here were two sets of gates opening in toward 
each other. Between the gates the square thus 
formed made the center of the entrance fort. 

Over the inner set of doors was the window where 
Osmun Ali Bey had mounted a gatling brought from 
the Zarguppa. 

This machine gun had been all that had saved 
the entrance blockhouse long enough to let Randall 
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head off the mixture of plague- and fear-stricken 
natives. 

As both sides stopped fighting on the advent of the 
Mollah of Konia, Osmun Bey was able to show him- 
self in the opening. He was overjoyed to see some 
one capable of taking the responsibilities of the situa- 
tion, and, leaning out, instantly overflowed with ques- 
tions. 

The Deliverer occupied himself in getting Miss 
Hilken within reach of hands to pull her through 
the window. It was done neatly, and Randall clung 
to a rifle butt and was dragged in after her. 

Only his quickness had saved the pair of them; 
for the crowd returned to their fighting when they 
saw the opening of the exit postponed. 

Randall, with the girl still tied to him, followed 
Osmun Ali Bey into the one private room, where the 
captain of the gateway bolted the door. 

"Welcome, O Prince! May Allah bless thee, O 
High One,'* began the yellow man. "What are we 
to do now, for my men won't stand much longer?" 

Randall's glance did not rest on Osmun Ali, but 
scanned the walls, floor, and ceiling. 

"You seem to have forgotten my steamer," he 
answered, soothingly; "also, I sent men on board 
last night, and all is ready to escape from here." 

"Eck, Highness," grunted the gate captain, with 
a crooked grin; "the news needs no telling. I would 
have seized her three hours back, but your men will 
admit no one until you come." 
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"Well, I am here now," was the laconic answer. 

And without comment on the baffled intention of 
Osmun Ali to seize the steamer himself and get 
away, Randall outlined the events leading up to his 
arrival at the exit. 

"The governor general is dead,'* he told the fright- 
ened Bey, "and the rifle-seller is dead. The central 
fort is burned out, as you see for yourself; and the 
plague is killing them by hundreds. The steamer is 
the one hope left, so show us how to get to the river. 
Surely you know the secret of this man trap, since 
you hold its gates. Never was there such a place 
without some private way." 

"By Allah, His Beard! This is a thing that may 
mean death to every man," declared Osmun Ali, as 
he crouched on one knee and pulled away a dirty 
cotton hanging from a cupboard. 

He ran a hand along the flooring until a bolt 
snapped and the rear wall of the thing dropped down 
and outward. Its strong, narrow shelves made an 
easy descent, and Randall severed the cord tying 
him to Elizabeth. 

In another hundred seconds the trio were on the 
ground outside and running down the roadway to 
the Zarguppd's landing-place. As he started Ran- 
dall grinned in sudden thankfulness, for there was 
a light smoke trailing away from the steamer's 
funnel. 

He offered to aid Elizabeth; but she shook clear 
of him, and was running easily by his side when he 
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drew up at the landing. The Deliverer and Miss 
Hilken were aboard and the gangplank shipped be- 
fore the snorting Bey arrived and was hauled in on 
a rope's end. 

Meanwhile, the Zarguppa began to clear by using 
first one and then the other of her side wheels. The 
ship had been thoroughly prepared for its descent 
into Egypt with the crusaders of the Crescent, and 
the contingent on board consisted entirely of devoted 
adherents of the Mollah of Konia. 

Randall, then, had reason to consider himself more 
fortunate than the average false prophet whose 
predictions have failed to tally with the march of 
events. 

They occupied the short run to the inside edge of 
the Falls in arranging the log shelter and closing up 
all openings. It was no more than done before the 
boat poked her sawed-off nose into the mist clouds, 
and presently they heard the beating of the water 
sheet. 

This time the Zarguppa behaved better, due to 
the fact that her cargo of firearms was now being 
scattered over inner Abyssinia by plague-stricken 
Moslems. Lightly loaded, the steamer, with a su- 
preme eflf ort of her engines, pushed through the water 
exit from the destroyed fortress and emerged into the 
normal river current. 

The crew opened up the stifling salon, and Randall 
gave thanks to the dividing drop of the Blue Nile. 
They were as cut oflf from the deserted devotees of 
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the Crescent as if they had been shot ahead five 
hundred miles in as many seconds. 

The first excitement over, Elizabeth Hilken sat, 
absolutely dazed, on her favorite chair in the main 
salon of what had recently been her f ather^s steamer. 
The girl was endeavoring to remember and set in 
order the events of the past twenty-four hours. 

She was leaning far forward, with her head drooped 
in her hands, when Randall came back from a 
survey of the two salon cabins — ^those apartments 
whose doors opened face to face across the little 
corridorway. He had with him the same cook boy 
who had waited on the rifle-seller and his daughter 
on the trip up from Egypt. 

"Most of your things are as we left them,'* he 
informed the half -stunned girl in the easy chair, 
much as if no extraordinary events had brought 
about their singular companionship, and added» more 
thoughtfully: "You must take back this." 

This was the package of French banknotes which 
she had turned over to him in the moment preceding 
General Zanda Ishmael's last attempt at murder. 
Then, as she made no move to take them, he added: 

" They belong to you, and something might happen 
to me." 

"Something might happen to you," repeated the 
girl slowly. 

She continued to look out across the river, and 
went on slowly, not as if hesitating, but with a cer- 
tain deliberateness. 
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I thank your Highness," Elizabeth explained, 
for what you have done for me; but the money 
would be worth very little if I were alone here with 
men like Osmun Bey, for example." She trembled 
slightly and got up, moving toward the corridor 
leading to the two private cabins. Then she stopped, 
and when she began again it was with an unusual 
low-voiced impetuosity. "I know what you did 
for my father when it seemed death to touch him," 
the girl admitted, "and I know that you spared no 
risk in protecting me, and I believe that you will 
really let me go if the opportunity arrives. I be- 
lieve all these things, but why did you bring us to 
such a place?" 

She was crying quietly now, with her face toward 
the stateroom section, and the man lost most of his 
really remarkable self-control. 

"It was not I who wanted you to go ahead," he 
declared, abruptly; "even at Sirsteet it was done 
in spite of me." 

Then he jammed his jaw hard in a fury at his 
own folly; but she had turned on him quickly, and 
there was a great belief in her eyes. She even came 
a step or two closer to him. 

"It is true," she conceded, willingly enough, "that 
at Sirsteet I was sure you were both surprised and 
angry when we were allowed to go ahead. I even 
said as much to Dad." Her face clouded at the fa- 
miliar name. 

Randall, once more master of himself, received the 

[228] 



THE DRAGOMAN 

statement with chilling indifference, and she felt 
the change instantly. 

"I am very tired, and will keep my cabin,*' she 
explained, distantly. 

"The boy will bring your meals," he said to her; 
and when she had closed the door behind her, he 
strolled over the ship before taking possession of 
the opposite stateroom. 

That night they held a council — Randall, Os- 
mun Ali Bey, and Elizabeth Hilken. The latter 
much preferred her cabin, but when the cook boy 
brought with her dinner a request to appear in the 
salon, she did not venture to refuse. 

She had found a soft black pongee gown among the 
remnants of her original wardrobe and put it on as 
the one possible sign of civilized mourning for the 
man she had left on the same deathbed with Nashti, 
the dancer. 

The Bey and Randall were mutely sucking two 
of the three tubes to a huge hubble-bubble, or water 
pipe, when the girl presented herself. Neither rose, 
but Randall pointed out a third armchair. 

"Osmun Bey has demanded that a plan be made, 
and I want you to hear it," he outlined in English; 
"for at least you would know better what to do if I 
died before you reached yoiur own people." 

Then, as she made a low protest against the con- 
tinual reference to his probable death, he eyed her 
curiously. 

"I said, if I died. Please listen carefidly, and you 
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will understand better if you are left to your own 
resources. You ought to know by this time that men 
die quickly in the Blue Nile section — ^and women too, 
for that matter," he ended, thinking of the woman 
who had said, "The Flower of Gloom is not fitted 
for the sunlight/* 

As he evoked the specters of her father and the 
dancer Elizabeth gripped the padded arms of the 
chair and dragged it nearer the table. Then Osmun 
Bey, with visible ill himaor, demanded in seis-Arabic: 

"What pig talk is it that the representative of 
Allah and Mohammed talks with this colorless 
woman?'* 

"Peace, O Bey," Randall gnmted, with the 
insolence the Easterner never neglects toward the 
best of under ofBcials. "That squeaking is the lan- 
guage of the masters of Egypt, and the voices of its 
little children drown out the tongues of other men." 

"Curse the foreigner, he and his," murmured the 
rebuked commander of black men; "may they die 
a dog's death, and the hogs shall welcome them !" 

"Abdulamid" (bless the Prophet, and be it so), 
the other answered, "but meanwhile you yourself 
have asked that we arrange a plan by which to blind 
these strong pigs, these all-conquering dogs, lest we 
the Chosen, we the Holy ones be devoured when 
we try to escape through the midst of them." 

"Behold, they are strong and they are lucky," 
growled the Bey. "By Allah, the chance is with 
them; for the servants of the Crescent which you 
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guard are gone to the four winds, with the pest be- 
hind them; and you, O Deliverer, must slink through 
Egypt like a jackal, in place of driving the white man 
and the unbeliever down the river and into the sea." 

In return for the fleeing prophet's insolence, Osmun 
Ali enjoyed talking about the fallen greatness of the 
man across the table. He raised his voice so that the 
Deliverer's guards, waiting at the doorway, could 
not fail to catch and understand his veiled contempt 
for that fallen personage, the Mollah of Konia. 

Precisely because of the truth in what the Bey 
said, his evident malice warned Randall to keep 
Osmun Ali in his own place. So he shed his veneer 
of careless amiability and turned evil-looking eyes 
on the bantering Bey. 

"Be silent, ex-leader of wild men," he ordered, 
"and learn that the Hand of Allah is almighty, and 
that no man can stay its stroke. If the plan has 
failed, it is because we allowed to mingle in the 
holy war such as you and that dog now dead, Zan* 
da Ishmael Pasha, unbelieving sons of imcircum- 
cised fathers." 

The yellow colonel of infantry was sputtering 
with anger as he jumped to his feet; but on a mo- 
tion from Randall the Moslems closed in behind 
the Bey. Viewing this, Osmun Ali recollected that 
the other was master of the steamer and the men 
aboard her. 

So he dropped his wrath and salaamed prof oimdly 
with apologetic outspreadings of his big fanlike hands. 
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Randall was about to order his men back, since it 
was evident the Abyssinian had his lesson, when he 
suddenly reversed all previous plans. 

For a sense of fatigue, which had been heavy on him 
during several hours, seemed to advance in waves of 
weariness. It was not merely muscular, the lassi- 
tude that was attacking Randall; it appeared to 
conquer him absolutely. 

Even as he made ready to send his guards back, a 
flood of some sort of weakness surged over him. He 
could feel it advancing closer and closer, until four 
black walls came toward him out of the lighted 
comers of the ship's salon. 

He dragged himself together and fought it off, 
but he knew that the effort could not be repeated, 
and that what he would do must be done at once. 
So he tarried with the sign that would have sent 
away his Moslems. 

"Seize him," he ordered instead; and they laid 
hold on the protesting Osmim Ali. 

Randall made another great effort as he felt him- 
self growing weaker. 

"The man has blasphemed the Crescent," he 
managed to tell them, "and he should die. Mean- 
whUe, guard him in his cabin." 

So they took the Bey's weapons from him and 
dragged him below to that engine-deck cabin wherein 
the real Deliverer of El Islam was standing erect in 
the Pharaoh's mummy box. 

Up in the main salon Randall found the energy 
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to tell the two sentinels to remain outside the door- 
way, which they shut behind them. The moment 
he was alone with Miss Hilken he ordered her to bar 
the entrance. 

"Are you ill?" she asked, as she threw the heavy 
iron bar across the two doors. 

But the man at the table had said his last word, 
and the girl looked him over in dismay. The so- 
called Deliverer was turning a rose color, gradually 
deepening to an angry crimson that might portend 
many thmgs. 

"It is the plague again," murmured Elizabeth, as 
she drew away from the figure at the table. 

His eyes were still normal, and he evidently heard 
her; but he could not answer as she repeated: 

"It is certainly the plague." 

Then, as she continued to look at him, he managed 
to shake his head in denial. 

She dragged him the twenty feet to his stateroom, 
bending far forward as a peasant woman carries grain 
sacks; and as she pushed open the door to his cabin 
with her head, the blackness swept entirely over 
Randall, shutting out the place and the lights in it. 

Elizabeth contrived to get her burden on the cot. 
Then, with a sorrowing heart, she studied the dis- 
torted features of the man who had been her one 
hope. 

Her experience of the plague had been brief but 
definite. She knew the patients died quickly and 
that the risk lay in being near the stricken. 
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She slid up the shutter which hung directly over 
the river, and let in the night breeze oflf the water. 
Also, she bolstered up Randall's blood-red coun- 
tenance on three pillows. 

After this she made a roimd of the main salon and 
listened from behind the bolted doorway to the 
unintelligible chatter of the guards placed there by 
Randall's final order. 

Then she decided to work into place the solid 
shutters that had been fitted to iJhe windows in 
readiness for the trips through the Blue Nile Falls. 
It took two hours to place the shutters and work 
down tight their wooden buttons. 

By midnight she had made their refuge fairly 
secure, and found herself exhausted and hungry, and 
likewise with a badly mashed thumb to care for. 
She went into the salon storeroom, where the cook 
boy had arranged things with an eye to breakfast. 
After a hurried meal she went back to her patient. 

There was no apparent change; his face was red, 
uncompromisingly scarlet. Elizabeth had no knowl- 
edge of sick persons, and it was a mere instinct 
that made her loosen his clothing and bathe him 
lavishly with cold water on the face, head, and throat. 

It so happened that, next to bleeding the man, 
this was the best thing she could have done. For 
Randall had simply reached the limit of his nervous 
strength and had succumbed to the heat stroke that 
always lies in wait for the white man alongside the 
equator. 
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After taking another stroll around the salon 
Elizabeth locked the stateroom door from a well- 
placed fear of attack. Also, she involuntarily meas- 
ured the one window mentally to see if it would let 
her pass. 

For if this man died Miss Hilken was firmly 
decided to go out that window and into the Blue 
Nile as the neatest and least repulsive method of 
avoiding far worse things. 

In the end she turned off the electric light and sat 
down in the blackness. She felt desperately lonely 
and searched for the limp hand which lay so help- 
less on the bed. 

Having found it, she let it go, for it was uncannily 
hot and unresponsive. Presently she took it again; 
and in the end she fell asleep, sitting in darkness, 
holding it tightly. 

It was late in the next afternoon when the girl was 
awakened by the turnings of the sick man. She 
was stiff and sore, and foimd difficulty in getting to 
her feet. 

However, she managed to work up a return of her 
natural circulation, and foimd a marked improvement 
in Randall's condition. 

His eyes were shut lightly, and he was apparently 
enjoying a more or less normal slumber in place of 
the stupor of the night before. She found his hand 
cooler and slightly moist. 

Having decided to bathe her patient again, she 
did so at once, and in the strong afternoon light she 
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was struck by the white of his skin below the line 
of his turned-down collar. 

Nothing pales sun tan like a fever, for the blood 
sucked to the surface by the heat, through its ab- 
normal chemical activity, eats up the discolor of 
sunburn. Even the desert Arab turns six shades 
lighter after being boiled out by sickness of this sort. 

As for John Harrison Randall, his heat stroke had 
burned up sixty per cent, of his disguising coats of 
tan, and the fairness of his Anglo-Saxon skin struck 
Elizabeth with the force of a minor miracle. 

While being bathed the Deliverer of El Islam had 
grunted savagely a number of times, and as she was 
finishing her task he looked at her. 

"Been ill?" he muttered, vaguely. To which she 
nodded encouragingly, adding, "You're better now.'* 

Later he suggested food, and she brought him ship 
biscuit soaked in condensed milk. 

Randall ate bread and milk four times that after- 
noon, and by ten in the evening felt out of danger. 
He said as much to Miss Hilken, and ventured to 
mutter some words of appreciation for her attend- 
ance. 

She hstened impatiently and broke in on his half- 
uttered thanks. 

"How silly to talk like that," she said, "when it 
was utter selfishness that prompted me. K you 
had died I had only one thing to do." 

Her eyes strayed to the open window, and he un- 
derstood her. She helped him to turn so that the 
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electric lamp would not hurt his eyes, and tried to 
smooth out his covering. 

"I have done very little," she said, gently; "but 
while you were unconscious I thought a great deal. 
Although I don't exactly understand, I want to say 
that I believe now what you told me/' 

Then, as he looked at her blankly, she explained 
further. 

"I mean, I believe that it was not you who wished 
to take us to that frightful den of Zanda Pasha's — 
only couldn't you have warned us, or didn't you 
really know? And yet you — ^you must have known." 

She was frankly anxious that he should clear him- 
self of having intentionally led them into Zanda's 
trap, and waited patiently for him to explain further. 
This was exactly what he had determined not to do; 
so he took advantage of his invalidism to groan 
deeply, and closed his eyes. 

"It's too late to worry now," she said, in low 
tones, and fled to her cabin, where with pillows over 
her to stifle the noise she cried herself to sleep. 

As for Randall, he slept Httle this second night, 
and that little badly, for he was looking for their way 
out. K only Sabbati, the Zarguppa^s fat ex-engineer, 
had got through to Talbot Bimbashi and his little 
brownstone jug soldiers with the beady eyes and their 
ever-ready fingers on the locks of then- cherished rifles! 

And the next morning, when dayh'ght came, there 
also came aboard Richard Talbot, of Upper Egypt, 
smaller, dryer, and browner than ever. 
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CHAPTER XVm 

MISS HILKEN MAKES A CHOICE 

THE growing light showed four squatty craft 
over whose plump sidelines there extended gat- 
ling snouts carefully trained on the Zarguppa. 

Talbot had mounted the rapid-fire ordnance be- 
cause Randall's call for help, brought by Sabbati, 
had foretold an armed expedition from the Blue 
Nile section with a clubbed-rifle, die-in-the-last- 
ditch sort of resistance. 

However, the bimbashi found none of it on board 
the suspected steamer. During seventy-two hours 
that eccentric craft had taken matters easily, drift- 
ing downstream with just enough headway in the 
cylinders to keep the ship clear of the shoal mud 
which infests all North African river beds in flood 
season. 

These tactics were intended to enable them to 
reach Khartoum without the perilous necessity in- 
volved in loading fire logs during the trip through 
the jungle. So while Randall and the girl had 
remained shut in the main salon, the steamer went 
placidly downstream without need of an active 
commander. 
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The only disturbing factor was Osmnn Ali, who 
sent hourly messages of prayer and repentance up 
ship to the closed door of the main salon. Here the 
various sentries informed the Bey's highly bribed 
messengers that to attempt to disturb the Deliverer 
in face of the orders he had given would be an un- 
pleasant form of self-murder. 

This was the situation when Major Talbot came 
aboard with his regulation revolver rattling on the 
ship's irons, as he wiggled his way up the sidelines. 

A few double-edged daggers were struck out of 
their owners' fingers by nimbly handled rifle butts; 
and one excitable dervish man demanded to be 
knocked on the head. This single operation of blood- 
letting was performed with professional calm by 
old Dallah Khan, sergeant major, widely known as 
Richard Talbot's other browner and dryer self. 

While the bimbashi went forward to superintend 
the attachment of hawsers from two of his flotilla to 
the ZarguypOy Sergeant Dallah Khan drove the Mos- 
lems into the sheltering expanse of the after deck. 
The engine-room crew stopped work and went to 
prayers when they found themselves boarded, so 
the ship floated the length of her new cables and hung 
in midstream. 

The thorough tactics of the old sergeant cleaned 
the steamer of all hands as a weasel rips up a rat 
hole. He took ten marines down the forehold and 
emerged out of the stem hatch, driving in front of 
him every living soul below decks. 
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There was no necessity for violence; the crusaders 
of the Crescent were as submissive as sheep. So 
Dallah lOhan, who was essentially a man of peace- 
ful methods, had gripped his revolver by the butt, 
and his eighteen-inch swing strap was nipping raw 
patches of dark meat out of the hindmost of Ran- 
dall's followers. 

In the lot was Osmun Ali Bey, with his wrists 
still tied behind hun, but a new hope in his heart. 
The coming of the English meant a change of 
dynasty, in the Abyssinian's eyes. There would be 
no more death warrants issued by the fleeing De- 
liverer of El Islam. 

Now Osmun Ali was a genuine colonel in the 
hybrid service of the Negus, and as such he counted 
on speedy release by British authorities. 

The Bey crowded through the men on the after 
deck and sought speech with the sergeant major, 
vowing he had been a prisoner of the captured enemy 
and a firm friend to the British government. The 
cautious non-com. paid no attention until the Abys- 
sinian whipped around and showed his tied-up wrists. 

Osmun Ali still wore his semi-European uniform, 
and this and his bound hands interested Dallah 
Khan. He decided that the big yellow man knew 
things Major Talbot might want to know. 

Traitors are of infinite utility in the Near and Far 
East. So the sergeant passed the Bey through the 
line of marines and gave a few gnmts, which signified 
that his men were to shoot straight into the batch 
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on the slightest signs of anything resembling a 
rush. 

With an explanatory kick, the non-com. made the 
rejoicing Osmun Ali understand that he was to go 
forward; and the pair of them proceeded to the shut 
and barred entrance of the Zarguppa*s main salon, 
where Major Talbot was undergoing some anxious 
moments. 

"Does he talk English?'' demanded Talbot, 
and on being informed that he did not, the Major 
returned to a loud knocking on the main-cabin 
door. 

As for the Bey, he tried Talbot in Arabic, Turk, 
and his own native tongue, and finally returned to 
the always useful river patois. In this mixture of 
all languages the Bey declared : 

"There is a devil in the big cabin, a demon who 
has planned to cut the throat of every foreigner in 
Egypt. I was a prisoner lest I escape and warn you, 
O! Rulers of many nations; and to-morrow, or per- 
haps to-day, I was to die." There was no doubt- 
ing the sincerity in the last statement. 

All this the sergeant translated to the Major, 
who was mad to lay hands on John Randall, and 
anxious to make sure that the Hilkens had escaped. 
Still his duty forced him to take a certain interest 
in the information which Dallah Eban was passing 
on to him. 

Talbot clearly understood that for some reason 
the yellow man in the gaudy regimentals was over- 
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joyed to see British colors hoisted on board the 
Zarguppa. He turned back from the locked salon 
and demanded : 

"Who is this man inside there, and who is with 
him?" 

" There is with him a woman of your own people, 
Eflfendi," was the answer, "and the man himself 
is that Deliverer whom many wait for in Egypt." 

"Very well," said the meditating bimbashi to 
Dallah Khan; "lock him up again where you found 
him." And the disappointed Osmun Ali found him- 
self retrograding rapidly, despite his struggles and 
cries to the unheeding Major Talbot. 

That individual was digesting the information 
supplied by the Bey; and he was forced to admit 
that he found no evidence that John Randall had 
been able to secure a return place on the vessel. 

For Talbot hadn't a reason to doubt that the 
woman and man mentioned by Osmim Ali were the 
rifle-seller and his daughter. 

The denunciation of Hilken as the Deliverer ex- 
pected by the Egyptian Moslems was apparently 
mere spite work on the part of the tied-up yel- 
low man who had been located by the sergeant 
major. At this moment the bimbashi also received 
Dallah Klan's definite report that the Zarguppa 
had neither rifles nor gatlings aboard, and was ap- 
parently a trading ship returning from the delivery 
of her cargo, as the steamer's owner had been fully 
authorized to do. 
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Talbot went back to the prisoners on the aft^ 
deck and looked them over intently. None of them 
could possibly be Randall. So with a heavy heart 
the little bimbashi returned to the main-salon door- 
way. 

Meanwhile, Elizabeth Hilken had been inmiedi- 
ately roused by the scuffling and shouting caused 
by the arrival of Talbot and his boarding party. 

She was at the window before the Zarguppa 
drifted between her captors. 

The British flags and the sight of the river marines 
crowding the vessels showed the girl that topsy- 
turvy land was at length passed and the white race 
again in the ascendant. 

Wherefore she understood that she herself was in 
no further danger; but it instantly struck her what 
all this might mean for the sick man across the hall- 
way. K the foreign masters of Egypt should lay 
hold of this misguided leader of MohanGimedan in- 
surrectionists, his chances for life would be no more 
than those her father had had in Fortress Menelik. 

Evidently such a hold on life was not worth walk- 
ing across the room to secure. She knew he was in 
no condition to do anything for himself; and she had 
to decide whether she would sit still or whether she 
would attempt something to save him. 

To do the girl justice, the decision required only 
the time necessary for her to get from her own cabin 
to the door on which Talbot was once more thumping 
with blows that threatened to crash in the walnut 
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panels. Swinging up the iron bar, she let the right 
half of the entrance drop inward and stepped into 
the opening. 

The near-sighted Talbot peered up at her a mo- 
ment and coughed loudly. 

" Miss Hilken !" he exclaimed. " Then you are safe, 
after all?" 

She had no definite plan, except to keep him out- 
side the cabin; but she answered, evenly: 

"Yes, thank you. May I ask why you have seized 
my father's steamer?" 

"Of course I will explain," replied the little man, 
whose consternation increased momentarily; "but 
where is your father. Miss Hilken? — ^I must see him." 

"He cannot see you," she answered, slowly. "He 
is in no condition to see any one. I haven't time to 
discuss what brought you on board; only please 
withdraw your men at once." 

The nonplussed bimbashi eyed Miss Hilken, and 
the probabilities that he had made a mistake in- 
creased momentarily. He had come a two weeks' 
journey and risked his place to find John Randall 
and this girl. 

For Randall had put the girl's rescue first of all 
in his reasons why the bimbashi should abandon his 
regular sphere of duty and set forth on an unau- 
thorized and most irregular searching of the upper 
Blue Nile. 

Now he had found the girl, and she was plainly 
distressed at the sight of him, and most openly 
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anxioiiA to sec the last of him and his little brown 
men. So in desperation Major Talbot gripped his 
round and nearly hairless head hard for a moment. 

"Are you in no danger?" he asked, meekly. 

"Not the slightest," she told him. "What could 
have suggested such a thing to you?" 

"And you want me to leave the steamer?" he 
continued, dully, much as a small boy repeats a 
difficult lesson. 

"As soon as possible," she flashed back at him, 
taking heart as she saw his uncertainty. "You have 
no right and no reason to hold us," she insisted. 
"The rifles have been delivered, and we are return- 
ing to Cairo, as it was explained we should do when 
I saw you in Sirsteet. I have a very sick man to 
care for," she ended, "and your presence on board 
would excite him, which is the worst thing possible 
for him. So you will kindly leave at once — ^good 
morning." 

She was shutting the door in the Major's face when 
he thrust a bootleg into the opening. 

"One moment," he began; and as she put her face 
around the door edge he continued, stumblingly: 
"It seems I have made a mistake; and, of course, 
if you are in no danger — if there are no guns on 
board, and if you want me to withdraw, I presume 
I have no choice in the matter, but it is strange — 
in fact, it's incredible." 

"You have been misled by some one," she sug- 
gested, "and you are astonished to find matters 
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exactly as we explained them on our journey up the 
river. 

"Exactly/' assented the river captain. "I must, 
indeed, have been misinformed; and that reminds 
me — I must see your dragoman, the man who went 
up with you. He is badly wanted by the authorities, 
myself in particular; and I must have him." 

"We have no dragoman on board," the girl as- 
serted. 

"I must have that one man," was his determined 



answer. 



Take him, if you find him," she told him, with a 
smile; "but the dragoman left us long ago." 

Then, as Talbot made a violent gesture of mingled 
dissatisfaction and unbelief, she put her hand on his 
arm. 

"Take any man you think is needed," she con- 
ceded; "only don't detain me longer — there is no 
one here but a poor nurse and her patient; and I 
would not have you disturb him for worlds — ^good- 
by!" 

Nevertheless, the major did not leave before he 
had put her formally on record. 

"You are certain there is no one in the main 
cabin but your father?" he demanded. 

And she told him, "I am quite certain." 

The soldier turned back, raising his helmet. He 
was passing amidships to collect his people when 
a scuffling sound behind him brought the bim- 
bashi round with a jerk — there was a tall man in a 
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grotesquely gorgeous costume in the opening of tlie 
salon doorway, with whom Elizabeth Hilkfn seemed 
to be struggling. 

In a fraction of a second the enli^tened Talbot 
ha/J opened the door to its widest with a hard-driven 
IhxjU and the tall native was supporting his weakened 
bo<ly against the shut half of the oitrance. 

"The man I want!" ejaculated Major Talbot, 
and then shut his mouth suddenly and he felt 
damnably in the way. 

For the arms of Elizabeth Hilken were helping to 
support the new-comer against the door; tears were 
in Elizabeth Hilken's eyes, and it was her voice, 
sharpened by fear and disappointment, that was 
saying: 

"\Miy did you spoU it after aD?'' 

Though he instantly swimg side-on to them with 
a clever twist of his heels, the little bimbashi was 
forced to blink furiously at some curious moisture 
that had somehow found the way to his sunburned 
vyes. And then John Randall said, weakly, but 
with an intonation equal to the girFs own: 

"Did you think I would be saved at such a price?" 

Then the Major's quick eye and ready jump 
enabled him to grip the tall form as it wavered and 
lur(;hed forward, while she cried through the tears 
that hid them both from her: 

"You must not hurt him, for he did all that he 
could to save us." 

After which she fled back to that small cabin 
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wherein she seemed fated to spend the worst hours of 
her life. 

There was nothing serious the matter with the 
spurious idol of latter-day Mohammedanism. His 
tumble had been due to a pair of weak and treacher- 
ous knees. 

While, with Randall's lanky form crumpled up all 
over him, the overjoyed bimbashi hallooed for Dallah 
Khan, the adventurer himself found the chance to 
press two fingers over Talbot's mouth and beg that 
above all things he should be treated like a genuine 
insurrectionist. 

They carried him back to that cabin from which he 
had crawled in the nick of time to prevent Elizabeth 
from completely hoodwinking the bimbashi into 
abandonmg his grip on the Zargupva. 

As they stretched him on the cot Randall was 
deep in a glorious contentment, due to Elizabeth's 
defense of him. So the man joyed in the certainty 
that he had laid the choice things of his heart and the 
ready gift of his life before a woman whose heart 
was gold. 

Under the circumstances then, he was not to be 
blamed if he disregarded for a moment the stanch 
bimbashi of Sirsteet, who had arrived at last; if 
he forgot that his own work was neatly ended, and 
that the masterless voyage of the Zarguppa was over. 

But while John Harrison Randall was enjoying 
such pleasing emotions, the anxious Major Talbot 
was endeavoring to figure out some explanation of 
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the reoq>tioii accorded him on the ZarffuppiL 
Above aU, the wretched physical condition oi his 
aUy amazed the bimbashi beyond the bounds d 
his coostitutiooal reticence. 

For Randall looked much like a man three- 
fourths star\'ed to death, who had undergone at the 
same time a variety of minor tortures. 

"Well!" ejaculated Talbot, as he continued to 
scrutinize the lean, seamed face below him. "What 
have you been doing to yourself?" 

A smile twitched the thin lips as the man on the 
bed answered, with a rueful glance at the sha^lHng 
hands lying on the soiled bed cover: 

"IVe been through the devil's own place with such 
company as the owner thereof would most rejoice 
m. 

"Likely enough; you look it, anyway,'* said the 
Major, grimly. "I suppose IVIiss Hilken could say 
much the same thing if I asked her." \ 

The man on the cot gazed out of the window and 
then back at the ugly face of his companion. 

"Miss Hilken," said Randall, reverently, "is an 
angel they have let through hell just in order to see 
what the place looked like." 

"And yourself?" suggested the amused river 
captain. 

"I did well enough," was the curt answer. "I 
found lots of friends and a warm welcome." 

"Stop rotting," rebuked the bimbashi, with a 
protesting shrug, "and tell me the essential details. 
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What's the matter with you? Where's the girFs 
father; and, above all, where's the great invasion that 
was about to descend on Egypt?" 

" Sverg Hilken's dead with plague," said Randall, 
and he told his story. 

The little Major sat like a stone image; but before 
the thing was ended his reddened eyes were blazing 
and his short, strong teeth had set like a sprung 
trap. The narrator used no gestures, and his voice 
trailed out to a whisper before the task was done. 
Then Talbot asked : 

"Miss Hilken doesn't know who you are?" 
Evidently this fact had struck deepest into the sol- 
dier's mind. 

Randall's white face showed a trace of color as he 
answered. 

"Miss Hilken believes I am some sort of an 
Arabian prince without the principality." 

"Will you tell her now, or shall I?" Talbot de- 
manded. 

The rescued exploiter of the black world opened 
weary but startled eyes. 

"Tell her nothing," he ordered; and, as the other 
man looked his disapproval, Randall explained: 
"I want to marry Miss Hilken." 

A dumb devil trapped Richard Talbot Bimbashi 
and straddled his tongue with the weight of tons, 
as he struggled for the right thing to say and par- 
tially strangled himself. Randall laughed a lit- 
tle. 
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"You are porfeclly right,'' he said, quietly; "it is 
just what I ought to do." 

The Major nodded and listened whfle the man m 
the KkI sketched his plan rapidly. 

''Miss Hilken should be quit of me and out d 
her other troubles before I start a new one for her," 
Randall summarized. 

The soldier understood this time, and nodded a 
vehement approval. Then Randall returned to 
practical affairs by saying: 

"You are to understand that there is nothing more 
to be afraid of from up this river; the *Hour to Come' 
has been most indefinitely fK)stponed." 

The Major nodded a pleased comprehension; and 
Randall, with an expression of acute suffering, added: 

"For God's sake get me something to eat. I 
haven't eaten a decent meal for three days." 

The little man put his feet down with a crash. 

"Forgive me," he said, repentantly; "I never 
thought of it. How would a chicken do?" 

"A chicken," murmured the man on the bed, as a 
joyous light began to dance in the black eyes, set 
like carbuncles in his lean head. "A chicken," he re- 
peated, with a sort of awed admiration for such an 
unusual beast. "I could eat that chicken's foot- 
prints, if they were neatly broiled with a bit of rice 
gravy and a dash of onion." 

The soldier actually laughed as he prodded the 
ex-prophet on his protruding ribs. 

"In half an hour," he promised. "And I shall tell 
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Miss Hilken that you are a desperate criminal and a 
man to flee from." And the bimbashi departed, 
grinning, in search of the promised fowl. 

But Randall lay back, the laughter suddenly van- 
ished from his face; what Elizabeth Hilken thought 
of him was no subject for mirth. By the time the 
MoUah of Konia had engulfed all the appurtenances 
of his longed-for chicken, Talbot had cleaned up his 
situation, divided his prisoners on board the five ves- 
sels of the flotilla, and started back for his legitimate 
sphere of government. 

Following the policy suggested by Randall, a 
sentry was placed before the cabin of the supposed 
Deliverer of El Islam. The Major also told Miss 
Hilken that the shipload of suspects was to be taken 
to Cairo and turned over to the justice (sic) of the 
Khedive, which would be tempered by the judicial 
mercy supplied by the British-controlled Governing 
Council of Egypt. 

The girl made no comment while he explained the 
truly serious calamities averted by the failure of 
her former traveling companion, the supposed 
Deliverer and MoUah of Konia, to get into Egypt 
with the thousands of well-armed insurrectionists. 
To finish up, he outlined the distribution of rifles 
made from the Zarguppa during the trip up. 

"What will they do with him.'^" she asked, in a low 
tone, when the soldier had finished; and even the 
unimaginative Talbot had no doubts as to whom the 
girl meant. 
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"Well, they wouldn't try him," decided the Major; 
" ways out here diflFer from Anglo-American methods, 
and justly so, for there are different problems to 
handle. The public trial of such a personage as the 
Mollah of Konia might provoke the very danger we 
are trying to head back. I imagine he will simply 
disappear after they pump him thoroughly at Cairo." 

" You mean they would kill him secretly," the girl 
rather breathed than demanded. 

Talbot suddenly saw a little of what the woman 
was suffering. 

"I don't know," he ended, rapidly; "they never 
employ soldiers or Englishmen in the penal service." 
With which decidedly lame fuiish Talbot was es- 
caping, when she asked : 

"I suppose I am a prisoner, too?" 

He stopped much as if she had struck him across 
the face. Now that she mentioned the fact, the 
soldier realized that he must deliver the girl to those 
set over him. He chewed the remnant of his red- 
dish mustache, while she waited, with a poor attempt 
at a smile. 

"The rifles for the would-be rebels," she reminded 
him, "came off my father's steamer." 

The bimbashi was mute now, and his browned 
cheeks wrinkled nervously. He was forced now to 
hold the girl for the preliminary hearing in Cairo; 
after which he imagined she would be allowed to 
go. 

The bimbashi suddenly remembered the hear 
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secretary of Egypt's Governing Council. That gen- 
tleman was not open to sentimental reasoning, or, 
indeed, much reasoning of any kind. At his hands — 
and they were powerful ones — ^the girl might undergo 
serious inconveniences. 

Nevertheless, Talbot's duty undoubtedly required 
that he take the steamer with all on board to Cairo 
and tell his story. He could make but one exception : 
Randall had demanded that he be allowed to dis- 
appear. However, he braced up and told her 
laughingly: 

"Certainly you have the air of a dangerous in- 
dividual; but you do not seem to have counted for 
much in this affair of iftie rifles, and I shall say noth- 
ing about our scene at the main-salon doorway." 

Then he stopped short, for at his reference to Miss 
Hilken's unexplained attempt to prevent the cap- 
ture of the Moslem pretender the girl turned a 
furious crimson. 

Without further seeking to learn the probable 
fate of either herself or the man she had tried to save, 
she fled the presence of Major Richard Talbot 
with as little ceremony and as much haste as if that 
small but excellent soldier had been a half-starved 
lion or a whole score of deadly snakes. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

THE PROPHET GETS AWAT 

THEY were past the gates of Upper Egypt 
now — Talbot and his five squatty craft, and 
near the Natori-Alga section, where Randall's 
father had ruled his mushroom principaUty and 
put the fear of God, as the old man saw it, into 
thousands of tilted-eyed black folk. 

It was here that Randall, the son, retained owner- 
ship of many square miles of sandy-bottomed soil, 
and it was here that old Randall Pasha had erected 
for his wife the most pretentious house in Upper 
Egypt, being made of real stone a third, baked mud 
a third, with a final third of timber brought from 
the Black Sea by means of little hook-nosed ships 
and camels. 

It was here that John Harrison Randall had de- 
manded to be set free. All the ex-prophet and flee- 
ing deliverer asked of Talbot Bimbashi was a small 
boat and the chance to get in it. 

After which he guaranteed that neither the govern- 
ment of Egypt nor any other government would be 
annoyed by the reappearance of that much-talked- 
of personage, Azar Kazim, Prince and Mollah of 
Konia, traditional Patriarch of Moslems. 
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Talbot and Randall finally decided to simulate 
an escape on the part of the Mollah of Konia. Their 
plan was that when the Zarguppa came abreast of 
the Nile bank ronning along Randall's Natori-Alga 
section, the latter individual was to be allowed to get 
away. 

Once ashore on his own land, he could shift into 
ordinary clothing and arrive at his own home. 
For his part, Talbot was to keep on to Cairo and turn 
over to the authorities the captured rifle steamer and 
her crew of insurrectionists. 

Owing to the list of native leaders foimd by Ran- 
dall on the body of the prophet and sent by him to 
Talbot through the hands of Sabbati, the bimbashi 
expected to find in the capital the men who had 
received the seven thousand rifles from the cargo 
brought by Sverg Hilken. 

The soldier was sure of his ultimate triumph, and 
as they went over the situation for the tenth and last 
time. Major Talbot summed up with conviction : 

"I gave the list of local leaders in the river towns 
to Burroughs, my second," declared the bimbashi, 
"with orders to lock them up and to confiscate the 
rifles. Both the men and the guns will be waiting 
at Cairo." 

"With these things," Randall assured him, "you 
can co^vince the Khedive and the Governing Coun- 
cil that you have saved the country and deserve 
some real civility on their part. Above all, be care- 
ful," he added, "for they've queer ways, these native 
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folk) and are as hard to hold as greased eels in 
water." 

All of which referred to the fact that at Cairo the 
bimbashi would be called on to justify his armed 
expedition into Abyssinian territory and the aban- 
donment of his proper sphere of government without 
warning or orders from the men set over him. 

When they heard the five steamers squealing a 
salute for the Natori-Alga oflScial landing it was 
seven o'clock in the evening. Randall got up and 
stretched his long arms luxuriously across the width 
of his cabin. 

"My private boat-landing is ten miles farther 
down," he reminded the bimbashi. "Send me in 
something to eat, and call off your little sentryman 
from in front of my door. Have a rope with knots 
in it hanging over the stem mto the smallest boat 
you can lay your hands on." 

"I have arranged with Dallah Khan," answered 
Talbot, "and the boat is already there." 

"So much the better," growled Randall, with a 
sudden gloominess that was lost on his companion. 

The Major gripped him hard on the shoulder and 
banged him roughly against the side wall, this being 
his way of expressing tenderness. 

"Miss Hilken," he suggested, "will be glad the 
Mollah of Konia has escaped the terrible fate waiting 
for him in Cairo." 

"You always were a dimib, uncomprehending 
ass, Dicky," was the answer between half-shut lips; 
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and the indignant Major, too surprised to answer in 
the same manner, sent his aUy cra^hmg into the 
stateroom bulwark and left him to prepare for his 
exit from the native stage. 

All holy men travel light, or ought to, and the 
absconding false prophet of Islamism followed the 
general rule. He put on his green silk robe, because 
it was too useful a garment to leave behind. Several 
times he made certain that the jewel of the Prophet — 
that wonderful emerald with the diamond center — 
was tucked away in his money belt. 

For he had a fixed determination, had Randall, 
that the historic jewel, or this perfect counterfeit, 
possessing a strange power over thirty millions of 
orthodox Mohammedans, was to disappear with the 
supposed last of the MoUahs of Konia. 

For Randall understood better than the bimbashi 
how uncertain could be the ending of the adventure 
they had enlered into. Wherefore, it was no small 
matter that his ability to change into a workable 
resemblance of the MoUah of Konia made John 
Harrison Randall the most powerful single influence 
between the Ganges and the Sahara. 

So he had no intention of giving these things up 
to Major Talbot for governmental confiscation. 
From an official standpoint, Randall supposed the 
big gem would finally have been turned over to the 
Khedive of Egypt. 

However, the Moslem false prophet did not be- 
lieve in squeamishness. He had won that crescent 
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robe and the emerald seal of the Moslem hierarchy 
at the imminent risk of his hfe, not to mention some 
far worse things. 

Wherefore he proposed to keep them both, as mi- 
equaled weapons in some imf oreseen struggle yet to 
come in this most uncertain, and altogether relent- 
less, game of wits and chances. 

Certainly it in no wise belonged to Talbot to dis- 
pose of; and in telling his story to the bimbashi 
the narrator had carefully left the present where- 
abouts of the gem shrouded in mystery. 

The soldier, for his part, never doubted that 
Randall had seen a cheap imitation, barely sufficient 
to impose on a native mob, none of whom had ever 
known a gem more valuable than such as were daily 
constructed out of Damascus glass and colored 
quartz. 

Randall was ready to go on deck where Dallah 
Khan was waiting for him, when he heard a noise at 
his door. It proved to be Miss Hilken, whose eyes 
shone, and who kept twisting her hands together. 

"Don't make a sound," she cautioned him. "If 
you do just as I tell you, I believe you can escape, 
for the sentry has gone away.'* 

She stepped back to make room for him to come 
out. 

"There has been a soldier here," Elizabeth con- 
tinued, "night and day, until a few minutes ago. 
I have looked on deck," she hastened to add, "and 
there's a boat astern that one man can manage. If 
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you can get in it, I'm sure you should reach one bank 
or the other/* 

The boat was, of course, the same that Dallah 
Khan had carefully swung astern for Randall's 
use; but he had no desire that Elizabeth should find 
this out. That would upset her whole idea of the 
character of this man she had tried to save from 
capture by Major Talbot. 

As it was, chance — certainly a most kind foster- 
mother in this man's case— now offered hun a final 
opportunity to be with the girl, while she still believed 
him some sort of Oriental fugitive, half prince and 
half priest. 

Now there was something deliciously intoxicating 
to Randall in the fact that her presence in the hall- 
way and her knock on his door meant she was once 
more ready to aid him against her own cla^s and 
people. 

Was it only because he had brought her safely 
through the series of pitfalls neatly arranged by the 
fat pasha of Fort Menelik? Randall did not think 
so; and as he looked at her in the dimly lighted cor- 
ridor, the longing obsessed him to hear her say that 
she loved Azar Kazim, ex-Deliverer of Moslems. 

His heart beat fast as he daUied with this fascinat- 
ing thought. 

Meanwhile he continued to study the face looking 
up at him. As his eyes traced the bend of the full 
throat and the fine swell and fall of her clean-cut 
torse, he decided that before he got into that much- 
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talked-of null boat Miss Elizabeth Hnken shooU 
say she loved him. 

Left to his own impobes woven erf both East and 
West, Randall, given the rhanop, would have {hyn 
ferred to put her in the smaD boat with him as the 
final triumi^ of a love that no barriers could 1k^ 

But he knew there was something in Elizabeth 
tbat would prevent this; and even while he rebdkd 
against this he would not have had it otherwise. 

For several minutes the Prophet of Islam ap- 
parently hesitated to come out of his cabin. The 
girl became uneasy at this seemin^y insane delay, 
when his chance of escape, to her way of thinking, 
was apt to vanish any second. So she pulled him 
by the hanging sleeve of his priestly garment, and 
implored him to hurry. Whereupon he asked, in a 
whisper as low-pitched as her own talk: 

** Do you think you can help me to get in the boat?" 
To which query she nodded an emphatic affirmative 
and continued to pull him by the sleeve. 

As Randall stepped out in the hallway she set 
the patent lock and shut his cabin door with a 
resonant snap. Here luck deserted her, for they 
heard the clatter of Dallah Khan's saber and brass 
harness as he crept down the main salon, himself 
intent on finding out why the Mohammedan leader 
was so long about escaping. 

Randall and the girl stood an instant with hands 
caught loosely together, and then she drew him the 
three feet farther to her own cabin. She swung the 
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door lightly to, but did not venture to spring its 
lock, for fear of the noise. 

The sergeant major found no one, and disappeared, 
thoroughly mystified. Two minutes later Elizabeth 
Hilken ventured into the corridor, then into the 
main salon, and finally on deck. 

She made sure that the after deck was empty, due 
to the fact that Dallah Khan was following in- 
stnictions, taking no chances of any one's finding 
out the true manner of this prisoner's escape. 

However, the faithful servant of Major Talbot 
presently took to roaming about the ship in a dis- 
tressed manner, searching the most imlikely places. 
He wound up by forcing with his saber handle the 
door to the Deliverer's cabin. Its emptiness dealt 
a crushing blow to the old Pathan. 

With a string of curses worthy of an old soldier 
having served in three continents. Sergeant Dallah 
Khan went down to his bunk; and after a final peep 
on deck, Elizabeth Hilken called Randall. 

The stem railings showed up sharp in the lavish 
illumination of an Egyptian September full moon. 
On the port side, twenty feet back from the rudder- 
gear box,' was a bit of shelter thrown up by the after 
hatch. 

Into this nine square feet of shadow Elizabeth 
Hilken guided the man with the Sacred Crescent in 
his belt, and said to him: 

"You can see the boat rope tied to the railing; 
take this and get into the boat as quick as possible." 
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Rjuuiidl studied the bundle slie handed him a 
DKiin^nt and looked hard at Miss Hilken as she 
leaned against the side of the little house built over 
the stairway. He noticed that her skin had turned 
the cxJor of new honey under the subdued tone of 
the moonlight. 

Ahto, that she had on some sari of a loose wiiite 
garment that was pulled in near the waist by a wide 
ribbon. Her feet were as bare as a baby's, and in 
sandals — the open-work kind — of red and green 
plaited straw, with a loop whidi goes over the big 
toe. 

Evidently the girl was just ready for bed when 
she had discovered the sentry gone from in front of 
the prisoner's stateroom. 

The ex-prophet fumbled the bundle and continued 
to look at her until she again urged him to get away 
while he had the chance. 

^'lliis is the money that was paid for the rifles?'* 
he asked her. 

"Half of it," she protested; "and except for you, 
none of it would be here." And she once more 
pointed out the boat rope. 

But Prince Azar Kazim showed a decided dis- 
regard for the chance to save his life. He made no 
move toward the boat rope, but came up to where 
hIic was leaning against the wooden lattice of the 
companionway, and carefully put the banknotes 
into her left hand. 

Then he shut her fingers down tight on the pack- 
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age and gripped the hands in both his own, appar- 
ently to prevent the attempt to return it to him. 

"I don't need the money," he said; "once free of 
the steamer, I shall find plenty to serve me." 

She had lowered her head a trifle, and was watch- 
ing her hands — imprisoned between those of the 
Deliverer. He kept his eyes fixed upon her as if he 
could never get enough of her face. 

Presently a new determination sounded in the 
deeper tones of his voice as he leaned closer. 

"I have no need of the money paid for yoiur 
rifles," he repeated. " I wanted a boat and the chance 
to get in it, and you have given me both. And there 
was another thing — " 

He stopped short, while she continued to look at 
the four hands joined together, hers like snow against 
his dark fingers. 

He wanted to talk; he was determined that she 
should hear him; but, try as he would, he could not 
find the words, and kept silent, his eyes on her down- 
cast face. Then he managed to pull himself to- 
gether, and went on with a rush. 

"However, there is something else I want," he 
said to her, but was again silenced by her eyes. 

The girl was terrified by what she realized was 

creeping upon them. She felt the danger rising up 

out of the gold of the Egyptian moonlight; she saw 

it in the dark face so near her own, and heard it 

quiver in the voice of the outlawed native she was 

trying to save. 
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Heretofore, during the terrors of the Blue Nile 
country, she had always known of a way out — a 
knife within reach, or a convenient window opening 
on a river. Nor had she ever lacked the wit or the 
will to die if the worst had threatened her. 

The present situation appalled her, because for 
the first time she felt a subtle distrust of herself. 
This was the real horror that had suddenly gripped 
Miss Elizabeth Hilken; and it must needs be ad- 
mitted that it was not a little thing whidi fri^tened 
her. 

She knew perfectly what he was going to say next; 
and she knew that she dare not hear it; that she 
could not answer either for him or for herself if the 
thing was said. 

It was her place to do anything but stand there 
in the shadow of the hatchway and look into the eyes 
of this man. 

And she still stood there, as she had been afraid 
she would do; and he said it, just as she had been 
certain he was going to — said it very slowly, with a 
timbre of voice and a witchery of intonation that 
made her breathless. 

"I love you," said the man in the green-silk gar- 
ment with the crescents on it. "I love you, and you 
love me." 

For a few moments it was still like the three 
seconds of stillness that always follow the shooting 
of a king or the explosion of a mine. Then she 
answered, so low that he could scarcely hear it: 
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"You are mad; and if you will not take the 
money, at least get in the boat while there's the 
chance/' 

"You love me," he repeated; and this time he put 
a hand on her shoulder and felt it cold and moist be- 
neath the gauzy stuff. 

"You love me," he persisted, for the third time, 
and watched her as she trembled and stared back 
at him like a child who has been struck repeatedly 
without knowmg why. 

" You have no right — " she began. " It is cowardly 
to take advantage." And then reflection silenced 
her, for he had said nothing, while there was any- 
thing for her to fear or gain from him. 

He happened to be merely a fugitive trying to 
steal a boat as a chance for his life. When he 
might have commanded, he had asked for nothing; 
now that he had nothing, he had asked for all. 

So that she could scarcely class Prince Azar Kazim 
with those who seek unfair advantage in lovemaking. 
Having once more missed her shot, the girl stood 
silent and refused to look at him. 

Then he drew a little away from her and spoke, 
using the curt English tongue with queer, involun- 
tary turns of phrases caught from the Eastern life he 
had been living. 

"Listen, heart of my heart," he said; "between 
Heaven and hell, between you and me, there is a 
great gulf fixed that neither man nor devil nor even 
the angel folk can bridge across. I know that; and 
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there is no advantage I am seeking, for there is none 
to have." 

He stopped and put out both hands to touch the 
black masses of her hair. The girl was watching 
him intently now, and the fear in her eyes was 
giving place to a look he could not fathom for the 
moment. 

But he went on steadily in his own fashion, bom 
of that blend of the East and the West which was 
in him. 

"Behold, there are things the heart must yield to, 
and there are chasms love cannot cross but wherein 
it drops to death." 

The girl had not ceased to fight her own fight, 
but the words and the night and the man made 
a test unfair to any woman. 

After all, that perfect player of native parts, 
John Harrison Randall, knew when and where to 
take the greatest advantages in lovemaking. 

He was very close to her, but did not touch her 
as he whispered: "I ask nothing, for I am not so 
mad as to think you could cross into that darker 
world of mine; only I say, *You love me,'" and 
he added, speaking still lower, " Although the Child 
of Night is not fitted to share the glory of the outer 
day." 

She shivered as he claimed the fatal place so lately 
vacated by Nashti. 

"That is what she said," commented Elizabeth 
Hilken; "and she loved you, Nashti did." 
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God help her and me,** he answered, bitterly; 
I believe she did; but she is dead now. But we 
are aUve and together for this single moment. So you 
will say just once, *I love you,' before I drop back 
out of sight into the pit across the line that may 
not be passed by any woman, . . . not for any 



man." 



And as he stepped out of the shadow into the sweep 
of the moonUght she suddenly came toward him, 
speaking rapidly, with eyes shining, like those of a 
woman in a fever. 

She put out both hands and rested them on the 
man's crossed arms. 

"I am mad, I think, or bewitched,** she said, in a 
strange voice; *'it's the time or the place, or per- 
haps it is you or it*s me, or both of us. And you 
have been so good to me,** she added, at which he 
gave a little shudder of negation. 

"That is gratitude,** he said. "It is valueless 
from a woman to a man if he loves her. And I 
love you — do you understand?** 

Angered by her seeming inability to comprehend 
what he wanted her to know, he put both hands 
on her shoulders and shook her lightly in an intense 
forgetfulness. 

The girl, too, was forgetting many things in the 
mood which mastered both of them. The brilliancy 
of her eyes diminished; the rigidity of her body re- 
laxed as she swayed imder Randall*s grip. 

In the end he was not conscious that he had drawn 
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her toward him; yet she was there, in Heaven and 
across the Pale. 

So it was done — right or wrong; the thing was done. 
He took the pale face between his open palms and 
looked into the eyes that were not lacking in a cer- 
tain terror of him, and he drank deeply what he 
found there, thanking the gods of both the East and 
the West. 

You love me?" he queried, for the last time. 
I love you," she confessed with a sort of help- 
lessness, adding in the same breath, ^'In a nunute you 
must go away." 

For answer he held her closer, while she mut- 
tered between the lips his lips were closing: 

"If only it had been different — if only God had 
found some other way!" 

And now that she had at last yielded, Randall 
found himself astounded at the irrepressible passion 
of this hard-won woman. 

It seemed as if she coidd not get close enough to 
him. Even while the white-flamed current thrilled 
him he was conscious of what moral courage it had 
required to hold in check emotions which had swept 
the girl out of her marvelous self-control. 

His own mastery of himself was absolutely gone. 
It might have been a thing of straw, so utterly had 
it been consumed in the delicious madness that 
possessed them. 

"You will come, dear," he whispered, as his lips 
found her hair and eyes. "You will follow me into 
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the boat/* he urged her, and then stopped suddenly, 
for there was that in her face which hurt him with a 
sudden overwhelming sense of his guiltiness. He 
had surely done enough, and the shame he saw in 
the clear, wide eyes made him realize just what she 
thought of her own part in this midsummer night's 
dream, wrought of Egyptian moonlight and the pas- 
sion of their own two madly racing hearts. 

"No, Prince," Elizabeth was saying to him; a^d 
as he winced under the title she caught his hand 
and kissed it. "No, I cannot follow you into the 
boat; but — who knows? — perhaps when you are 
gone I will follow after it. It seems so easy a way 
to settle that hopeless muddle which women call life." 

There was no doubting what she meant, and Ran- 
dall more than ever began to regret his rashness. 
If he was to be forced to leave, not knowing whether 
she would actually follow his disappearing boat into 
the yellow torrent, there was no doubt but that his 
punishment woidd fit his error. 

"You will swear to commit no further and worse 
folly to-night," he told her, "and that you will live 
as long as possible." 

Then, as she shook her head, he caught her again 
in his arms, where this time she struggled power- 
lessly. 

"Swear it," he ordered, savagely, "or we both 
go into that boat below." 

"I swear it," she said finally. "Put me down." 
And as it was done, she whispered, " Go now, please." 
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He watched her helplessly, not daring to touch 
her in this final mood, and utterly uncertain how to 
end the scene which he had brought about. 

And then they heard the dink of brass-trimmed 
harness mounting the stairs of the hatch alongside 
them. It was Dallah Khan, miable to sleep from 
much thinking about devils, and determined to try 
again to solve the mystery of the vanished pris- 
oner. 

The old Pathan was climbing the after companion- 
way on all fours, but the clatter of his side arms was 
plain enough to the quick ears of the ex-prophet. 
Randall was sure that the sergeant major's first 
words would betray the actual situation, and he did 
not want Elizabeth to discover she had simply 
delayed his already prearranged escape. 

The Mollah of Konia had no time for a formal 
leavetaking of this white woman who loved him, 
but he caught her up in his arms and kissed her 
roughly twice. Then with nice judgment he sent 
her squarely into the outstretched arms of Sergeant 
Dallah Khan, just emerged from the companion way, 
both arms and eyes opened to their widest at the 
sight confronting him. 

Six seconds afterward the fugitive prophet of Islam 
was in the boat, while Miss Hilken held tight to the 
struggling Dallah Khan, in a clever imitation of a 
swoon. The marine sergeant woidd have given 
a month's pay for a shot at the mysterious native 
whom Major Talbot permitted to escape; and if 
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it had not been for the hampering body of Elizabeth, 
the sergeant would have soon ascertained the effect 
of well-aimed British lead upon the absconding 
prophet. 

As it was, the girl effectively blocked his inten- 
tions until the skiff was twenty yards astern of 
them, going shoreward as rapidly as two oars could 
drive it. 

"The rogue's gone," growled the disappointed 
non-com. "Devil or prophet, he's got clear at last. 
Are you hurt, lady?" he asked Elizabeth, who re- 
vived suddenly on hearing the fugitive was off. 

"He did not hurt me, but it was terrible," the girl 
answered. She watched the black spot cutting the 
moonlight, and took off a ring, for she had no money 
but the bundle of banknotes the runaway had re- 
fused. 

"I would rather you made no report of this," 
she informed the gaping river marine. "It could 
do no good — do you imderstand?" And she laid the 
ring in his hand. 

"Yes, lady," said Dallah E3ian, who imderstood 
nothing, putting the ring in his tobacco pouch. 

Then, with a solemn salute as to a governor 
general, he backed away to hunt his bimk once more. 

The girl was again at the stem railings, but the 
bit of a boat was out of sight. There was only the 
Nile water, yellow as copper under Egypt's moon. 

Her eyes caught nothing but the gleam of the tor- 
rent and the flash of its light through tears — tears 
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in tlio eyes of Eliziibeth Hilken — as she gripped hard f 
on the rails; and though the man was gone, she an- 
swereil once more the question that had been put 
by Sergeant Dallah Khan. 

**IIe tlid not hurt me," she said, slowly; but the 
suffering in her voice gave her the lie. 

And llie wide eyes, blurred with the pain which 
filliHi tliem, did not cease to seek the last furrows 
in the yellowed Nile made by the vanished boat of 
that lost individual, Azar Kazim, Prince of Konia. 




CHAPTER XX 

THE NATIVE POT BOILS OVER 

THERE were forty-two degrees of temperature 
(Fahrenheit 109^) in Cairo. Yet Major Rich- 
ard Talbot, trampling the up-train landing, was 
totally oblivious to the heat breaking into soapy 
water at his wrists and ankles. 

Talbot Bimbashi showed a care-worn face and 
wore no sword. He was under technical arrest 
while awaiting a final* court martial for what the 
authorities in Cairo were pleased to call "his aban- 
donment of a post of government, coupled with an 
invasion of a friendly state." 

Wherefore Talbot — who had reached Cairo six 
days before with his cargo of Moslem crusaders and 
Miss Hilken — was in a frantic state of mind. To his 
own way of thinking, the bimbashi had been doing 
great things, and he had arrived expecting a step 
in the service or an inch of ribbon to wear at his 
buttonhole. 

In place of felicitations, he had incurred a tongue- 
lashing from the head secretary of Egypt's Govern- 
ing Council, so strong, so evidently sincere and com- 
petently expressed that it made the short-legged 
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bimbashi grow red and curse every time he thought 
of it. Also, for six days he had thought of very 
little else. 

However, he had not forgotten one man who might 
help him. It was this individual he waited for; and 
as the through mail bumped over the switch heads 
and swung into position, Talbot made a dash for 
the barriers. 

He did not find his man on the platform, but 
located him in an otherwise deserted dining car. 
He sat down in the chair pointed out to him and 
glowered at the dishes and sauce pots. 

*'This is a veal patty; that's some sort of chicken 
stew," Randall explained, politely. "I thought yon 
would want to talk seriously and privately, and the 
train stays here two hours, with not a soul in it. 
Will you eat?" 

The bimbashi would not eat; but he blazed forth 
instantly into an illuminating exposition of the sor- 
rowing mess he was in, and wound up by declaring 
that it was all due to the fact that he had no wit- 
nesses. Up to this point John Harrison Randall 
had been eating placidly. Now he opened brilliant 
eyes on the raging soldier. 

"You had no witnesses," he repeated. "As a 
matter of fact, you had the entire list of native 
leaders in your own hands — ^I sent it you by Sab- 
bati." 

Talbot's hands smote the table spasmodically, and 
he seemed to be swallowing large, hard lumps. 
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"Have a drink," suggested Randall; but the other 
waved back the glass. 

"It's true I had that list," the Major began, 
wretchedly, "but the fat man who brought your 
call for help had been shipwrecked and three-quar- 
ters starved in the jungle. He was ages getting back 
to me, and he only got back alone and three-fourths 
dead — ^he did die afterward from sheer exhaustion — 
couldn't digest what we gave him to eat, and died 
raving about emerald crescents and twin devils. 

"He evidently had you and your double on the 
brain,*' went on the soldier; "but, at all events, he 
had arrived so very late that I thought it best to 
hunt you up at once. I gave the list to Burroughs, 
my next in charge, with instructions to bag the lot." 

Here the bimbashi swore horribly, and his listener 
watched him keenly. 

"I knew that already," he said. "What^ did 
Burroughs do?" 

"The man sent a file of uniformed marines in 
open dayKght to the house of the seis-bashi of 
Assorti — ^the man who first took you for the real 
Messenger of Islam," explained Talbot, bitterly. 

"The consummate ass!" cried the ex-prophet of 
Moslems. "It's beyond even the traditional idiocy 
of governmental red tape in Egypt — ^no need to say 
they didn't get the fellow," he added, wearily. 

"They brought back his brother," Talbot went 
on, "and the man who could have proved the whole 
plot went over the roof in his wife's clothes. After 
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which the marines paraded after the rest of the con- 
spirators on that list, and every man had disappeared 
like stones in a mud puddle." 

The Major's story had not been related with- 
out evident shame. As for the ex-dragoman, he 
ceased to eat, and for the full sixty seconds of a 
long minute he stared silently at his companion. 

"If it was anywhere but Egypt,'* Randall said, 
disgustedly, *^and any one but you that said it, I 
would not believe a word — as it is!'* . . . He shrugged 
a few comments that he hadn't the heart to say to 
the desponding bimbashi, and suggested: 

"You brought prisoners on the Zarguppa, and 
you have my ex-comrade, Osmun AK Bey, and Miss 
Elizabeth Hilken, who know lots of things. Let 
these talk to the Governing Council or the Head 
Secretary." 

"They have," said Talbot, moodily. "The men 
captured with the Zarguppa swear they know noth- 
ing of a plot, and Osmun Bey has told the (Joveming 
Council that the ship was a mere trader carrying 
arms for the Abyssinian government with the con- 
sent and knowledge of the British Foreign Office. 
All of which, after investigation, the Council decided 
was true enough." 

Talbot threw up his hands in a helpless sort of 
gesture as he went on: 

"There isn't a shred of testimony to prove the 
Zarguppa distributed rifles, nor that she ever con- 
tained a Moslem Deliverer. 
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In fact," concluded the despairing bimbashi, 

when I don*t see you and hear your voice, I could 
swear myself that the whole thing was an insane 
delusion." 

Randall ignored the natural petulancy of the dis- 
graced soldier. 

"There remains Miss Hilken," he reminded him. 

Despite himself, he lingered over the name. He 
could once more see the moonlight of Upper Egypt, 
patched with the shadow of the hatchway and the 
figure of Miss Hilken. As for Talbot, his ill humor 
ran away with him. 

"Miss Hilken," he muttered, savagely, and began 
to slap the dining-car table irritably. "There is a 
girl who is absolutely incomprehensible," declared 
the bimbashi. 

Thien he evidently felt the need of a clearer ex- 
planation in front of Randall's surprised face, so he 
added : 

"Miss Hilken was turned over to the care of the 
American consul, and has denied all knowledge of a 
plot, and even of the dark-skinned prophet whom she 
tried to keep me from finding in the Zarguppa's 
main salon. One thing is certain: she is guilty of 
trying to shield the men who misled her father." 

Randall shook his head in a decided negative. 
"Perhaps she wants to shield the man who brought 
her safely back to Egypt," he suggested. 

A sudden comprehension cleared off some of 
Talbot's wrinkles. 
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**She thinks she's protecting you!" he exploded. 
*'It*s because she's afraid you might be searched for 
and discovered that she's kept her mouth shut." 

Randall^s eyes dropped, and he flushed a trifle 
under the accusation of his afly. Then he defended 
himself, after his custom, by attacking the other 
man violently, and said: 

**You forget that the girl understands nothing of 
what you did for her. Moreover, if you prove your 
plot, it might cause the confiscation of the steamer, 
for which she is now responsible. The girl sees this 
and acts accordin^y.'* 

The soldier mused a few minutes and rose a bit 
unsteadily. ** There is some sort of a big dance at 
the Khedive's palace to-night," he announced, "and 
before the dance there is the regular weekly Council 
meet." 

He checked himself and leaned toward Randall, 
who had gone back to his dinner. 

"If you haven't some way of proving this story 
I've been drawn into. Major Richard Talbot will 
be lucky if allowed to resign in place of being court 
martialed and publicly kicked out," he declared, 
somberly. 

The listener, having finished all that was on the 
table, drew back from it and took a turn in the car. 
His apathy was gone, and the quiet confidence of his 
manner put a certain hope in Talbot, despite the 
unbelief that was strong within him. 

Randall went the length of the car half a dozen 
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times before he stopped and, shooting out a lean 
arm, gripped the other man by the shoulder. 

"Listen to me," began the ex-prophet: "if you 
had caught the sixty-four native leaders on the list 
brought you by Sabbati you would have also ac- 
quired the seven thousand rifles given out by the 
real Deliverer, the man I put into the mummy box/* 

He dropped his hand off Talbot's shoulder and took 
another turn up the car, resuming when he neared the 
soldier on the return trip. " That evidence got away 
from you; and we are forced to fall back on another 
sort of proof, a dangerous and extraordinary kind of 
evidence.'* 

The soldier had listened carefully, but the hope- 
less lines about his mouth remained as deep as ever. 
"You talk like a book, but there is no sense in it," 
he informed the scheming Randall. "Moreover, 
for three days Cairo has been in an ugly humor, 
which makes matters worse for me. A number of 
Europeans were stoned yesterday while visiting 
holy places." 

Satisfaction grew into a broad grin on the lis- 
tener's countenance as he learned of the native 
turbulency; and in the end he brought a hand down 
hard on the diminutive table. 

"Luck is with you at last," he declared to the 
bimbashi. "The sixty-four men you wanted are at 
the bottom of this native unrest in Cairo, and the 
seven thousand rifles you missed are here also." 

Getting out at the station, Randall hailed an auto- 
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cab and dumped into it his luggage. After which 
he held out a hand to the perturbed Talbot, who 
insisted, "Take me with you, or you can't get into 
the council chamber to-night/* 

The ex-prophet laughed a bit. He was evidently 
in a state of excitement rare in him. 

"I shall be admitted; don*t doubt it," he answered. 
"'The (xoveming Council will admit me as well as 
those who come with me." 

"But you mustn't bring any one with you," ex- 
postulated Talbot. 

The ex-prophet of Islam pointed to where the 
native quarter of Cairo surrounded the broad- 
streeted, modem section of the invading white men. 

"I will be forced to let them come with me," he 
explained; "the good people of Cairo shall pay a 
visit to-night to the Khedive of Egypt and his 
Governing Council." 

With which bit of unpardonable melodrama John 
Randall went off in his taxicab, leaving Major Rich- 
ard Talbot more alone and despairing than ever. 

Now, at nine o'clock the same evening the soldier 
had received no further sign from the man he had 
counted on, and who had apparently abandoned him. 

It was deadly hot in the council chamber. Night 
had brought no comfort to Cairo. The tall windows 
were flung back to their widest, and the fuzzy buzz 
of electric ventilators filled the hall with cross cur- 
rents of dry air that burned the skin as it went by. 

Talbot's fate was practically decided, and back of 
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the openly indifferent IQiedive were seated those 
false witnesses, Osmun Ali Bey and Miss Elizabeth 
Hilken, accompanied by the American consul. Both 
of them had once more denied knowledge of the 
existence of a Moslem Deliverer. 

No one — ^not even the prisoner — ^paid much atten- 
tion to the Head Secretary's review of the case before 
the Council. 

Only the Khedive's sleepy Turk's eyes fired sud- 
denly when the speaker mentioned Major Talbot's 
reference to some mysterious diamond-hearted and 
crescent-shaped emerald that was an all-powerful 
native talisman. 

As the Head Secretary ridicided the entire affair 
and explained that the existence of both crescent 
and Deliverer had no other proof than Major Tal- 
bot's unsupported testimony, the Khedive's eyes 
dulled rapidly. 

The stirring up of the native pot through the 
bimbashi's singular manipulations was the point 
which seemed to stiqk longest in the gorge of the 
Council's Head Secretary. 

"For several days Cairo has shown signs of strong 
discontent," he declared, "and Major Talbot's ex- 
traordinary orders to his subordinates to arrest 
sixty-four of our most respected Mohammedan 
citizens has had much to do with the present ugly 
feeling in this city. The reserve police have been 
forced on duty, and two regiments of fantassins are 
held armed in barracks in case of emergency." 
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Then, as the members generally showed some 
signs of awakening, tinged with alarm, he added: 

"I do not believe it will be necessary to call on 
the military." And as if to give him the lie direct, 
the ping-ponging of rifles chee-cheeped in the native 
quarter across the Nile. 

However, the Comicil members were diligent public 
servants and ignored the noise outside while con- 
demning the misguided Talbot Bimbashi. It was 
ordered, then, that he be imprisoned in a military 
fortress for three months, and afterward dishonor- 
ably discharged. 

The sentence was undoubtedly a lenient one, con- 
sidering his offense — a mildness due to a belief on 
the part of the Head Secretary that the Major was 
a bit unhinged from overwork and too long residence 
in the inferno of Upper Egypt. 

As the recording secretary stood up to read the 
formal condemnation the scattered rifle-firing — 
begun twenty minutes back — ^turned into close, 
rapid shooting that showed the entire military gar- 
rison of Cairo was hard at work. 

A simultaneous craning of necks revealed to the 
members that the eastern sky was blushing like a 
summer's dawn; and a general rushing to the bal- 
conied windows afforded the disconcerted statesmen 
an excellent view of an eastern town in open revolt, 
and burning rapidly in half a dozen sections. 

Evidently there was something moving, out there 
in the night, very different from the usual Cairo 
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mob — ^made up of boys armed with donkey prods 
and camel whips. There was to be heard the neat 
voUey-firing of rifles worked by able-bodied men 
who knew and loved their business. 

"What seems to be the trouble, gentlemen?" 
purred the bland voice of the Khedive; and as they 
hesitated a sound sped above the hoof-hough of 
the struggling multitude. 

It was the call of a bell — evidently an enormous 
piece of metal — ^that sang out above the rifle-firing, 
the clamor of the unloosed black folk, and the yells 
of the racing fire companies with their clumsy axes 
and buckets. 

Before the bell struck a second time, the Khedive 
was on the balcony shaking his right hand toward a 
squatty mosque plainly seen by the light of the fires 
across the river. 

"Who dares ring *the Bell of Mohammed'?" he 
demanded, before remembering that the white men 
around hun knew nothing of the orthodox tradition 
that the so-called bell of Mohammed could be rung 
only by the Khedive in person on the outbreak of 
some religious war. 

As a result of the British occupation, two genera- 
tions of the short-lived Cairo Mussulman had died 
without hearing the sound of the Moslem tocsin. 
The ruinous belfry had been boarded up for twenty 
years, and the tower beneath was occupied by a lot 
of half-starved ulema (holy men). 

To the Khedive the unsanctioned use of the Mos- 
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lem sacred-war bell meant trouble for himself. He 
was a more or less willing accomplice in the control 
of the white men, and connived daily at practices for 
which his grandfather used to take a holy delight 
in cutting off hands and feet, with a final nailing to 
a reversed cross of the mutilated remnants of the 
sacrilegious offenders. 

So that if there was to be a "holy war" in Cairo, 
the Khedive's own position might easily become 
dangerous; above all, if he showed a disposition to 
take part with the infidels and the outsiders. 

The nearing of the noise proved that the rioting 
had now advanced across the river, and that the 
troops had been given the worst of the scuffling 
in the native town. In a few minutes the Viceroy 
of Egypt might be called on to look out for himself; 
and the palace he was in was a mere fair-weather 
pladte, not mounting a single gun 

For decorative purposes only, the Khedive kept 
a bodyguard of a hundred black men gaudily attired 
in green tunics and baggy trousers strapped at the 
ankles. These picturesque individuals were now 
spread in front of the entrance to the council chamber. 

But they were all Mussulman-bom, and in case of 
a holy war they could not be coimted on to fire at 
their own priesthood on anybody's orders. 

Meanwhile, the Governing Council remained on 
the balcony, and had no suggestion to offer. Sudden 
and senseless uprising of the governed against gov- 
ernment is an Oriental pastime that has no coimter- 
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part west of Turkey. It is, consequently, the one 
trick of the Easterner which invariably finds the 
more intelligent white man unprepared. 

Wherefore the Governing Council leaned over the 
balcony railing, in full possession of the queet sensa- 
tion which always comes with the first sight of an 
Oriental mob that has beaten back the keepers and 
is enjoying its own sweet will and pleasure. 

The fifty feet of macadam boidevard leading to 
the palace supplied an excellent parade ground for 
the multitude, as, having pushed the military into 
the side streets, it formed mto a sort of rehgious pro- 
cession. The men whose rifles had worked so neatly 
marched in fours on the outer edges, while in the 
center came an imposing lot of venerable preachers, 
callers-to-prayer, washers-of-sacrifices, law-readers, 
and all the smaller odds and ends of religious sacer- 
dotals called for by Mohammed's cult. * 

At the head came a tall fellow on a clean white 
dromedary. Mohammed, according to tradition, 
always rode such an animal, which is three hundred 
times as rare as a snow-white blackbird. 

Consequently the Moslem considers this scarce 
beast as a special work of his own God, and entitled 
to respect if not to adoration. 

As he looked at the mob-leader and his strange 
mount, the Khedive swallowed three successive 
lumps of wonder, disbelief, and fear before he found 
the wit to call Talbot. His Excellency jabbed a 
hand toward the man on the camel. 
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"Is that the man you claim you captured and who 
got away?" he asked. 

At four hundred yards the near-sighted bimbashi 
hesitated, but Miss Elizabeth Hilken had no trouble 
in making sure that the man leading Cairo's native 
mob was the same who had thrown her into the arms 
of Sergeant Dallah IGian. She was a scant yard to 
Talbot's right now, and even closer to the Viceroy. 

"It is the man who was on board the Zarguppa,'^^ 
the girl declared. 

Then, as the Khedive turned to her for further 
information, she answered him in the words Nashti 
had once used in introducing Islam's false prophet. 

"The man,'* said Elizabeth, "is Azar Kazim, 
MoUah of Konia, Keeper of the Sacred Crescent, 
Vicegerent on Earth of Allah, the one Grod, and of 
Mohammed, who is His prophet." 

The attentive members of Council glanced won- 
deringly at one another; and Major Talbot mar- 
veled at the new attitude she assumed after her in- 
sistent denials that such a man had ever existed. 
The curiosity she had awakened in him, however, 
was lost as he noted the effect her words had on 
Egypt's British protected ruler. He started twice 
as if to give an order, but with no success, and 
stood indecisively with clouded face and half - shut 
eyes. 

Finally, with an agility remarkable in so huge a 
man, the Khedive hustled inside his line of soldiers, 
and ordered the palace doors wide open. He did the 
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same with the inner entrances, and had the electric 
light turned on in the big hallways. 

This left the way unchallenged and lighted from 
the street to where the room opened out from the 
inner council chamber. 

After which, with the unrivaled stoicism of the 
Arab -crossed Turk when he realizes resistance is 
useless, the prince sat down again at the head of the 
long table. The Council members trooped in from 
the balcony; but the Khedive refused to let them 
sit in their places, and formed them up back of him. 

And the disconcerted members of Egypt's Govern- 
ing Council were still trying to arrange themselves 
with some sort of dignity when the first of the na- 
tive mob clattered down the hall to the council 
chamber. 



CHAPTER XXI 

THE MOLLAH AT CAIRO 

T % THEN the intruders showed in the Council 

V V doorway, it was at once seen that the man of 

the dromedary was a master of Oriental stage*setting. 

For that tall personage who had been conspicuous 
in the gorgeous green-satin pelisse no longer headed 
the procession. The first comers, in fact, were ven- 
erable ulema, to be seen daily in Cairo's mosques. 
So that a number of them were known to the 
Khedive by sight and reputation. 

The respectful advent of these long-bearded, big- 
turbaned priests simplified and calmed the situation 
remarkably. Also their customary greeting, "Sub- 
han Allah!'* (Allah be glorified), and the Khedive's 
every -day response of "Abdulamid** (bless the 
Prophet, and be it so) supplied at once an air of 
regularity and decency to the occasion, in reassuring 
contrast to the disorder which had led up to the in- 
terview. 

"Allah grant thee light, O Khedive," began the 
most ancient among them, touching forehead to the 
tiling, this being the civil method of expressing a 
desire to talk. 
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" Speak,*' was the curt permission returned by the 
Viceroy. 

"It is not for me, O High One," answered the same 
man, and without more words went forward on his 
beUy. 

Whereupon each and every of the thirty-nine 
Mudarris and Kazis imitated the head mufti (high- 
est class instructed), and John Randall took up his 
cue by walking rapidly across the prostrated holy 
men of Islam, and stopped in the place recently 
occupied by Richard Talbot at the foot of the 
Council table. 

This was the crucial moment of the entire pro- 
ceeding, but as he put up the closed fist of Moslem 
unity and intoned the opening phrase of the Fatihali, 
the rhythm of the ancient Arabic rang with such 
truth of accent and tone that only the Khedive of 
all the natives held head erect and looked in the 
eyes of the man in front of him. 

"In the name of Allah, the Merciful, the Com- 
passionate," intoned the false prophet; and the 
glance of the prince grew troubled and wavered — 
for no bom Mussulman ever escapes his first faith. ^ 

Before the Koran's opening chapter was half 
finished the Khedive laid his face in his hands and 
waited thus imtil the closing line. 

"Amen, O Lord of Angels, Jinns, and Men.'* 

There followed the scuffling of the Moslems get- 
ting up on their feet, and their leader faced the 
Khedive 
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"Hail High One!" he saluted, in the vulgar pres- 
ent-day Arabic, and was answered with: 

*'Who art thou?" 

"His Highness knows," was the confident as- 
sertion. 

The Khedive seemed disposed to press the matter, 
but the intruder waved him oflp. 

"Let the people be cared for and return to their 
own place," said this audacious individual. 

Again the Viceroy looked his man over carefully. 

"It shall be so," he agreed. "What do these men 
want of the Khedive, and why has there been rioting 
and killing in the streets of Cairo?" 

"Since when has it been forbidden the ulema of 
Cairo to walk assembled through their own streets?" 
was the return question. "And shall the children 
of Allah see the holy ones of El Islam die under the 
saber and yet withhold their hands?" 

The Viceroy heard it patiently; nor did he lack 
a certain sympathy with this cry of his people — ^it 
was not altogether of his own choosing that the ruler 
of Egypt stayed "protected," as regards his heredi- 
tary rights. 

"What do my people want?" he asked the man in 
the crescent-embroidered robe, civilly enough. 

The reply rang pat and clear like the anvil to the 
hammer : 

" They want free water for the poor man's ground." 

The Khedive smiled faintly, and this time he 
ceased to watch John Randall, and glanced shrewdly 
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at the Head Secretary, where that masterful indi- 
vidual stood back of the Khedival state chair. 

Now, the Head Secretary of Egypt^s Governing 
Council was, in his way, the cleverest man in the 
room with no exception; only he was English-born 
and London-bred, and so had incurable limitations 
from an Eastern standpoint. 

As he stood there Egypt's Head Secretary glanced 
for a moment toward the bimbashi of Assorti, at his 
elbow. 

K the real ruler of Egypt had only understood 
sooner that little man's actual value, if he had only 
heeded Major Tidbot's story concerning this mys- 
terious native personage with the embroidered 
crescent gown, things would have been different. 

There would have been copious and efficient artil- 
lery neatly placed to answer to the native demand 
and to scurry the insurrectionists of Cairo back into 
the crooked, narrow streets where they belonged. 

But now it was necessary to promise concessions, 
for the head of the Council felt he had been deserted 
by the Khedive. 

Wherefore the Head Secretary decided to guide 
the inevitable and gain the appearance of a gracious 
yielding to the popular demand. 

Having made up his mind, the statesman sought 
about for a method to get back to legal formalities 
and the ordinary routine of business. 

"K the matter," he suggested, "were put in the 
form of a regular petition to the Council — '' and 
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was forthwith infonned by the recording secretary 
that there had been already three thousand two hun- 
dred and eighty-nine such petitions sent in to the 
governing body. 

"'Then I take it that this may be regarded as a 
delegation — decidedly irregular and disorderly, of 
course," said the Head Secretary; "but still it 
might be considered as a delegation in support of 
such a petition/' And he glanced keenly at the 
Khedive and at the orator for the intruders in the 
palace. 

At this moment Randall saw the nick of time, and 
put his finger in it, for there was nothing to gain 
either for himself or his following by a further row. 

As the Head Secretary sought for a method to save 
his own face and soothe the native crowd, their leader 
came to his aid by once more blessing the entire 
assemblage. 

"Let the Khedive and his great Council give the 
poor man's land water without tax; then will the 
people praise Allah, the one God, and bless the 
Prophet,'* he declared. 

And the forty uleina lined up behind the false 
prophet salaamed three times, saying: 

"Aywa, Aywa, Aywa" (even so). 

So the Head Secretary likewise saw the nick of 
time, and put his finger in it. 

It was beautiful to see how quickly matters ad- 
justed themselves, once the unspoken imderstanding 
was established between the man representing 
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European power and the white man who was head- 
ing the Orient for his own reasons. 

The chief of Council regained his chair with marked 
dignity, and his associates followed suit. As for the 
Khedive, he had returned to his customary apathy 
and seemed once more lost in a state between a sleep 
and a dream. 

The Head Secretary rustled some scattered papers 
and looked down the table to where the false Deliver- 
er of Islam was backed by the ulema of Cairo. 

"The Council wiU disregard the irregular maimer 
in which the delegation has presented itself," he in- 
formed them; "but the rule requires that only 
twelve delegates remain in the chamber at one time." 

Here wa^ a resumption of red tape with a ven- 
geance. 

To arrange it took all of Randall's influence; but 
in the end he, with eleven of his followers, remained 
inside the council-room. The doors stayed open, 
as nothing could have induced the natives to separate 
themselves entirely from the main body of their 
supporters. 

After which the Head Secretary, criticizing and re- 
writing every line, produced the following: 

"Every man with an arshin [two-thirds of an 
acre] or less of tillable land, over forty years of age, 
who has done his mihtary service or paid the price 
(two pounds) or a substitute, shall be granted, 
free of all charges, imposts, or compensations, five 
himdred liters [one hundred gallons] of water daily." 
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Such, in legal talk, is the famous free-water grant 
of the Kledive of Egypt to the tilted-eyed black 
men of the Nile. 

John Randall did the thing incidentally, after 
saving Elizabeth Hilken from the fat man hidden in 
Fort Menelik, behind the unknown veil of the Blue 
Nile Falls. It happened while he was on his way 
to pull Talbot Bimbashi out of the pit into which 
that little man was falling through no fauk of his 
own. V 

As thus finally set down by the actual nil^ in 
Egypt, the Council passed the bill, since entitleo* "A 
statute for the regulation of irrigation charges.'* 

The Viceroy put his pudgy, ill-scrawled fisi at 
the bottom, opposite the strong, characteristic si^Sia- 
ture of the Head Secretary; the recording seereta-T 
manipulated the gaudy, green seal of the Viceroyalty 
of Egypt; and the thing was done. 

Whereupon the false Mollah of Konia made a brief 
speech of gratitude, supposed to come from his 
valiant followers outside. These would have much 
preferred sacking the Khedival palace, partly because 
of the vast wealth they thought it contained, and 
even more because they hated the idea of returlling 
to their dismal sleeping-bunks and a daily routine 
of three insuJBGicient meals. 

"The delegation can retire now,*' announced th^ 
Head Secretary, as if it was the ordinary way to 
dispose of fifteen thousand fire-scattering, Christian- 
hating Moslems. 
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He was a great man, truly, that Head Secretary. 
Randall did not fall to do him justice as he straight- 
ened himself by the side of the Khedive. 

"Let the delegation leave the palace," ordered the 
Head Secretary; "the Coimcil has important matters 
to finish before adjournment." 

The false prophet, who had steered the tumult to 
where Talbot Bimbashi was confronting the Govern- 
ing Council, wanted nothing better than to be rid 
of the men behind him. 

**I will tell them that their prayer is granted, O 
Effendi," he answered, slowly; "and let a few sol- 
diers form a line behind me and my companions 
while we explain to the people." 

So they did that; and Randall, after blessing the 
crowd, showed them the new law neatly rolled up 
and tied with red-silk tape, and its big, green seal 
stamped on the side of it. The forty ulema who had 
first entered the council-room also went down and 
talked to different sections of the multitude. 

In this way it did not take twenty minutes to 

spread the news of the remarkable concessions, 

and Randall congratulated himself that he was in a 

, fair way toward getting his mob of exalted fanatics 

to settle down for the night. 

Then the false prophet ran abruptly against a 
. strong opposition movement. A crowd of several 
thousand rifle-armed men persisted in firing at ran- 
dom, and threatened to set the whole mass aflame 
again. 
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He went down and recognized his old friend and 
benefactor — the man who had been the handle ol 
Fate — that seis-bashi <rf Assorti who had put the 
true Deliverer <rf Islam into the false ane^s hands. 
Whereupon Randall understood what was laddng, 
and returned to face the Council. 

They demand an amnesty,'* he informed than, 
and that no man suffer for his own acts, nor for 
those of his friends to-ni^t, nor for the matters 
that have led up to the conmiotion among the pec^le.** 

The Head Secretary turned red, for he had not 
counted on this. In fact, he had just finished an 
illuminating talk with Major Talbot, and had come 
to understand many things. 

He had not failed to express genuine r^rets that 
he had so misjudged the unfortunate bimbashi. 
Moreover, he had determined, among other things, 
to hang all he could catch of the sixty-four native 
leaders which Talbot had missed. 

So this extra demand for a general pardon cost 
the Head Secretary that valuable article, his self- 
control. He was about to give the pretended Mol- 
lah of Konia an answer which might have cut off 
all chances for a peaceful finish to that turbulent 
evening's work, when the Khedive took the affair 
in his own hands and rose up towering at the table 
head. 

"So be it," said the semi-royal Egyptian; "let 
them go; but you remain, and no one shall harm 
you." 
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The false prophet and the Khedive eyed each 
other steadily, and the former answered with some 
haughtiness: 

"I shall stay, and I fear no evil; only when the 
people have gone I must be alone with the Ruler 
of Egypt. Then shall many things be clear to him, 
and he will gain one thing worth more than all the 
others." 

And with a nod of acquiescence these two made 
their bargain. After which Randall went out and 
annoimced a general forgiveness of political sins, 
murder, theft, and arson, on condition that the 
offenders returned home instantly and sinned no 
more. 

So at the end of the hour the last of the mob had 
gone off shouting, singing, or cursmg, as the humor 
took them. The square park aroimd the palace was 
deserted, except on the right end of the west wing, 
where the ballroom shone handsomely, and where 
startled men and women were beginning to descend 
from motor cars and horse-drawn vehicles. 

They had plenty to talk about, these guests of 
the Egyptian Viceroy; for it was the evening of the 
emeute of the 24th of September — ^something that 
woke in the night, grew to astoimding proportions, 
and died out Uke smoke figures in a high wind. 

No European except Randall and Talbot ever 
understood the true rights of the matter^ and the 
bimbashi himself never got his facts straight or in 
proportion. 
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The Head Secretary cooked up the details for a 
tardy and perspiriog pre» gallery, and all Europe 
ever knew was that a serious disoootent among the 
Sloslem population had cauaed some honae-lHiiiuiig 
and shouting — the usual Oriental pastimes when the 
opfxirt unity offers itself. 

Meanwhik, the ]^IoIlah of Konia waited moodily 
on the top step of the emMmous outside stairway to 
the executive wing cl the summer palace. Backed 
bcdween two of its marble columns, he stayed in his 
place until the Councfl members had clattered down 
the steps on their way to the ri^t wing and the 



He made no sign when Richard Talbot came out 
with his sword again swinging in the old place against 
the little man's left thigh. The false prophet made 
no move, although the bimbashi was talking guarded- 
ly to Miss Elizabeth Hilken and the American 
consul. She seemed most inattentive as Talbot 
explained she was still under technical arrest and 
must remain officially in the care of the diplomat. 

She passed within three yards of the ex-deliverer 
of Moslems, just nine feet away from the man who 
had dragged her from under the blazing rafters of 
Port Menelik, and who had thrown her into the up- 
lifted arms of Sergeant Dallah Khan. 

Not even the motionless figure in the crescent- 
covered silk bumoose understood how little it would 
have taken for Elizabeth Hilken to have abandoned 
the gold-slashed arm of the triumphant Major Talbot 
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at that moment and to have crossed forever into that 
somber world wherein the man she loved seemed 
hedged about. 

The httle gloved hands caught tight hold of the 
uncomprehending bimbashi's right sleeve, and the 
sun-dried river poUceman smiled fatuously imder 
the pressure; for no man was ever altogether im- 
mime to the effects of Elizabeth Hilken's nearness. 

Her eyes were fixed on the clear-cut, dark fea- 
tures; but this time Randall had learned his lesson, 
and did not even apparently see the exquisite loveli- 
ness of the girl with Richard Talbot. 

So, though Miss Hilken swayed badly in her walk- 
ing, she did not stop; and if Major Talbot thought 
it was because she had forgiven him that she held 
his arm so tightly, it was just another mistake on 
the part of the honest bimbashi of Sirsteet. 

When they were gone Randall smoothed out his 
crescent-decorated robe with a grunt of satisfaction. 
Then he turned back for the last scene in the life 
of John Harrison Randall, MoUah of Konia, and 
went in to see the waiting Khedive of Egypt. 



CHAPTER XXn 



THE Khedive's ball 



RANDALL found the Viceroy alone, or as much 
; so as any man had ever seen the Khedive of 
Egypt. 

Except for two tongue-clipped and thereby speech- 
less harem guards, the false prophet and the heredi- 
tary prince of the NUe country were alone in the 
room belonging to the Governing Council. The 
eunuchs squatted right and left at his knees, and a 
chair was set two yards back from the potentate. 

Randall took it without ceremony, and the other 
man likewise waived details and plimged at once 
into the heart of the situation. 

"Why was to-night chosen to disturb Cairo?" he 
demanded in the current Arabic. "And why was the 
long-dead MoUah of Konia selected for a false ap- 
pearance before me and the Governing Council?*' 

"Highness, who says the last Mollah of Konia 
has been long dead?'' was the answer, in English. 
*' As a matter of fact, the man died only two months 
and five days ago." And as the listener shrugged 
ironical unbelief, he followed up his assertion. 

"How would his Highness distinguish the true 
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head of EI Islam from a false one?" queried the mas- 
querading white man. 

The Viceroy did not attempt to conceal his dis- 
satisfaction at the turn of conversation. 

"Your robe with the embroidered crescents is ex- 
cellently done/* he answered, "and the turban is 
also such as tradition demands for — *' 

He checked himself, because Randall was slipping 
oflf both the robe and the turban, and showed his 
head clad in its milk-white satin skull cap. The 
absence of the crescent-besprinkled vestment dis- 
closed his marvelously wrought vest and the wide 
trousers, both knitted from crimson silk thread. 

"The details have been splendidly cared for," 
admitted the Khedive; and he stopped again as his 
visitor proceeded to rid himself of skull cap and vest 
and then began upon the trousers. 

In two minutes the disrobing process was ended, 
and the Khedive f oimd himself facing an individual 
in the ordinary evening wear of all Europeans, and 
with nothing suggestive of the Oriental in his cloth- 
ing or physique. 

The Viceroy kept his eyes glued to this man, whose 
linen shone evenly, the cut of whose garments, the 
height of whose collar, and the twist of whose bit 
of white necktie were irreproachable. The Khedive 
knew his world and the world of the intruding white 
men to perfection. ^ 

He imderstood at once that Jml^ was an En^i^h- 

man; and not only an Englishnml, but a ir[embeFH)f jt' A 
20 [mrli ^^^l':ri_.-.. .j„/^ 
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very restricted class among that extraordinary peo- 
ple who had taken possession of the land of Egypt. 

However, the prince said nothing of all this, and 
gave no sign except for a slight movement of the 
left hand, which sufficed to bring his two attendants 
slightly in advance of him with their weapons ar- 
ranged for easy service. 

Randall apparently had not observed the Vice- 
roy 's sudden distrust, and passed a smoothing hand 
over his clothing. After which he settled down com- 
fortably in the huge leather armchair and reverted 
to the original question he had put to the Khedive. 

"As your Highness remarked," he began^ softly, 
"the details have been thoroughly attended to, and 
you must admit they are impressive. Even your 
Highness did not escape their eflfect.'* 

The Khedive frowned slightly, for he remembered 
that he had bowed his head in his open hands when 
this man had intoned the sacred salutation of the 
Moslem to his God and the One Prophet. Then, as 
if a new thought had crossed his mind, he looked 
shrewdly at Randall. 

"There is one detail which you have n^lected, 
and that the most important of them all," he said; 
"the sacred sign without which even though you 
were the true MoUah of Konia your power would be 
as nothing." 

He paused as if waiting for a reply, but Randall 
remained silent. 

"This sign, this sacred symbol," the Khedive 
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went on, **has never for one moment been out of 
my possession since the death of the true Mollah. 
What have you to say?" 

Randall hesitated. "Is your Highness so sure?" 
he asked, at length. 

For answer the Khedive rose impatiently. 
"Come," he said, "while it is not fitting that the 
eyes of the unbeliever should look upon so sacred 
a thing, I will show it to you that you may know 
where you have failed." 

Signing to Randall to follow between the two silent 
guards, he led the way through a vaulted passage 
leading to his private suite in one comer of the palace. 

Passing through the main rooms, they came 
to a small inner chamber. Here the Khedive 
paused, and, pressing with his hand a panel in the 
carved woodwork, disclosed a small secret closet. 
From this he drew a richly chased casket which he 
opened with a key which he drew from his belt. 
From the casket he lifted with great care a smaller 
box, the unbroken seals of which bore the imprint 
of the royal signet. 

Placing the box on a teak-wood table, he signed 
to the guards to draw back, and with great care 
broke the seals. 

Randall leaned eagerly forward as the Khedive 
softly lifted the cover. 

The box was empty! The soft silken lining 
showed where a jewel had rested; but there was noth- 
ing there, Amazed, the Khedive stood speechless, 
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tsTZJSL^ ZAifJkaair vits. ^*s 5:dl cE fffg.fe£ sid voder 
f rxi lUciiftZ V> t2iit tssn/^^j lex. 

Ty>^ £^^ MriCLftL cccU uit krbear a anile as, 
tkksr^ yVJtAOXxA'i cnaeect from the pockiet of 
liM 'miuf^/sAt^ ht iiif:xsA it cpon the table. 

"^L ti-j^ »^ a tiTje agn, jcnr FTghrifssr^ he in- 

TTj^ Kh^dhre eagerlf ietzed the jewd and hdd it 
to the light. 

^By Allah, it is the true agnf he exdaimed, and 
witb bowed head he repeated the i»afer of the 
taitfafub 

'"l^lio frill now say that the vanished Afollah 
of Konia, the Patriarch of Ishun, has been long 
flf^sufl?*^ inquired the false prc^heL 

The Khedive turned suddenly upon him. 

''What man has done this thing? Who are you, 
and wfiat do you wish?" he exclaimed — and Randall 
told him. 

Wh^m the actual significance of the Zarguppa^s 
voyage was plain to the Viceroy, he turned silent 
again and seemed indisposed to speak further. 

Meanwhile, Randall waited impatiently. He had 
something else planned for that evening, more im- 
portant than this explanation with the Viceroy. 
Ho 1h; uttered a heavy sigh and followed it by 
riivcmous yawnings. 

Finally the great man roused himself. His first 
fnovc^ was to get rid of his two black men, after which 
ho ofTercd cigarettes and picked up the big emerald, 
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twirling the gem in thick, skilful fingers. Its re- 
markable brilliancy, perfect cutting, and genuine 
appearance evidently satisfied the Khedive. At 
length he laid it down and turned squarely face 
to face with his companion. 

"This thing you have done was a strong turn, 
Randall Eflfendi — it was a strong turn," he repeated, 
with a certain slow emphasis, "and it has saved us 
for another time." 

Then, as the ex-prophet made as if to answer, he 
stopped him with an out-thrown hand. 

"Your father served my father," he went on, 
earnestly, " when your father was younger than you 
are now; and I was a child in the haremlik. As for 
you, you have played your own hand and won; but 
the risks were terrible." 

Randall merely shrugged expressive shoulders and 
waited, while the Khedive once more picked up the 
great gem, examining it thoughtfully. For once the 
bitterly dissatisfied look had left the tired eyes of 
the Nile River ruler. 

"You don't think IVe brought an imitation?" 
Randall questioned, confidently. 

"O Friend," answered the Khedive, in the voice 
and words that an Easterner uses to his equals, and 
to them only, "it is the real stone, and he whose 
place you took must by some means have stolen it 
from me months ago." 

He seemed buried in an attempt to solve some 
problem, and presently he began to fumble with 
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the grand ctok of the Star and Crescent that hang 
on his breast. 

He managed the thing chnnsfly, for it was the first 
time he had been foitxd to do it for himsdf . He 
succeeded, however, in imhonking its red4xxdeied 
scarf, and hung the seven-pointed plaoqoe in the 
center of RandalKs evening waistcoat. 

After which he f t41 back into the Imioding sQence 
that seemed to have so strong a fascinatian tar him, 
and paid no attention to the other man's thanks. 

Now John Randall was eager to get on with the 
real business of the evening, as he saw it» and in 
defiance of all court regulati<Mis he intemq^ted the 
Khedival meditations. 

*'Your Hi^mess gives a ball to-night,** he said, 
smoothly enough. ""'I should like to be invited." 

**We will go together," was the Vic«x>y's answer. 
'" Come and wait while I get into some other dothes." 

And iar two wearying hours Randall waited until 
the Khedive at last appeared in the brass gilt and 
feathers of an Austrian field marshal. However, the 
advent of John Randall from the Viceroyal harem- 
lik, wearing the only grand cross of Osmanli ever 
seen in Eg^-pt except on the body of a reigning 
prince, compensated in some mann^* the exasper- 
ated courtiers in the antechambers. 

Nor had the Khedive and the ex-lead^* of Moslem 
crusaders arrived at the alcove and armchair set 
apart for the Nile River ruler before there were a 
dozen widely differing explanations as to what Ran- 
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dall, of Natori-Alga, was doing there, and how he 
had gained possession of a "grand cross.'* 

Meanwhile, the ball went on with much the 
same tired-eyed merriment as any other court 
fimction. And one of the angriest guests was Mrs. 
Curran Smith, wife of the American consul, to whom 
Elizabeth Hilken had been turned over to be guarded 
for future action by Egyptian justice. 

"It's a disgrace for theu- Governing Council to 
keep putting the poor girFs case off in this idiotic 
fashion," Mrs. Smith informed the abashed Major 
Talbot, who bowed sheepishly and fled into the 
dancing-hall, while the consul's wife dutifully sat 
with her "prisoner" in the most remote of all the ten 
conservatories that opened off the great ballroom. 

Yet, while Mrs. Curran Smith proposed to chap- 
eron this unf ortimate fellow-countrywoman with the 
very best judgment, it would have been idle to deny 
that she was most imf eignedly thankful when she was 
forced to leave the girl alone with the maid while she, 
as consul's wife, performed her functions at the in- 
troduction of those fortunate Americans who had 
gained invitations to the Khedive's ballroom. 

On her return to Miss Hilken she seemed to have 
regained her normal good-humored manner. 

"My dear," she said to Elizabeth, "I have just met 
the event of the evening — ^the richest man in Upper 
Egypt, who's startled every one out of their senses 
by appearing decorated with the * grand cross ' that's 
usually kept for kings. It's a gorgeous affair of green 
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and gold and seven points, each tipped with a big 
diamond.** 

Meanwhile, the individual who had so excited 
the interest of Mrs. Curran Smith had taken on 
a most discontented expression, and insisted on 
dragging the long-suffering Viceroy into out-of-the- 
way comers. In this manner they had made the 
rounds of most of the conservatories, orangeries, 
and other subtropical retiring places. 

By this time the Khedive had realized that his com- 
panion was seeking some one, but his interest dimin- 
ished as his weariness increased. So that, catching 
sight of the attractively darkened doorway leading 
off from the western wing of the ballroom, his 
Highness gave a sigh and sank down on a divan 
inside the palm-screened entrance. 

Heretofore Randall had pitilessly opposed the 
Viceroy's attempts to obtain a comfortable seat. 
Now he gave a grunt of satisfaction, and stood along- 
side, while the Khedive demanded: 

"So there is nothing further the Nile country can 
do for you?" ' 

And Randall promptly seized his opportunity with 
a quick laugh and a shifting eye. 

"There would be something," was his answer, "if 
your Highness would introduce me in my own proper 
person to a charming woman — ^the one I noticed 
back of us with black hair and in a mourning-gown." 

The Viceroy was forced to turn fully aroimd in 
order to scrutinize two women seated forty feet from 
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him and partly hidden by date palms. Realizing that 
his companion had at last fomid the object of their 
joint search, the prince looked at them thoughtfully. 

"You have good taste," he said, slowly; "it is the 
girl of the rifles with the American consul's wife." 

"Exa'ctly," was the answer, as Randall saw the 
Khedive's comprehension of the situation grow in 
the broad, pale face. "The girl is still under tech- 
nical arrest. She is not dancing of course, and has 
come merely to look on." 

The Viceroy nodded assent, but made no move 
toward granting his favored guest's request. 

"Why should I introduce you to the woman you 
brought back from Zanda Pasha's Blue Nile hiding- 
place?" he demanded, curiously. 

"Because she knew me always as some sort of 
native," was the answer; "and it is going to be diffi- 
cult to convince her otherwise — ^an achievement to 
which I attach a real importance," Randall ad- 
mitted, with so apparent a lack of his normal self- 
confidence that the eyes of the Khedive opened to 
the real situation. 

"Miss Hilken," suggested his Highness, "is per- 
haps the cause of yoiu* appearance in my ballroom." 

"Miss Hilken," declared the other man, with a 
sudden access of formality, by which he undertook 
to hide his nervousness, "has been the cause of many 
things; for instance, the recovery of your emerald 
crescent." 

"If Miss Hilken was at the bottom of your work 

[305] 



THE DRAGOMAN 

f<ir KgyptT ^'i LilmuNe] Zaida. "'my obligation is not 
k^Mtied. By Aflah, no man ever did a big thing — 
goud or bad — but vbat a woman was bdiind itf 

**Th*r proverb is an old one," the exrprophfct ooldhr 
reminded him; ''and it doesnot helpmein theleasL" 

'AH truth is old " retorted the Khedive. ^Go 
and bring the girl here."^ 

The chattering ^Irs. Cumm Smith opened her eyes 
wide when her ^ance fell iqxMi the messenger from the 
Khedive; but, being thorou^y ooart-trained^she in- 
stantly advanced to where the Khedive was waiting. 

^liss HHken, after her first ^anee at the new- 
comer*s face, had disappeared under certain low- 
spreading palm leaves, while Randall ccmtinued to 
wait with the old air of attentive readiness to wfaidi 
she had grown accustomed in her early days in Egypt. 

For the first time since he had known her the 
girl seemed at her wit's end, and did nothing but 
stare at him from betweoi the massive foliage. She 
must have fancied, for the first few moments, that she 
was dreaming; but, as the man did not vanish and her 
ey(*s made surer of him, she leaned slightly forward, 
wliile her glance grew constantly more troubled. 

"You,** she said, finally — "you must be mad to 
come here/* 

Elizabeth had accused John Randall of insanity 
before, so he heard her quietly, and moved closer 
while she retreated as far as the thorn-edged palm 
leaves permitted. 

"At least I don't change,'' he retorted. "If I 
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am here, it is because of you; and if I am really mad, 
it was you who made me so. Was I mad, then, that 
last night on the Zarguppaf^^ 

Her face was in the shadow, and, try as he would, 
he could not feel certain of what she proposed to 
do. Despite his question, the girl remained discon- 
certingly silent. 

**You have forgotten, perhaps?" he suggested. 

Then, indeed, she answered out of the shadows 
with that in her voice which made the man's heart 
jump and tremble. 

"I have not forgotten," the girl said, bitterly, 
"and I shall not forget." 

He heard her with a sudden, healthy sense of his 
own unworthiness; but she had not finished. 

"It is you," she told him, reproachfully, "who 
have forgotten that it was ended — that it was you 
who said there was a great gulf fixed between us 
that nothing could bridge across. You see, it is 
not I who am forgetful!" cried Elizabeth. 

As he heard these phrases of his own making 
Randall decided to ignore both the Khedive and his 
commands 

One of those sudden convictions that at certain 
times take the place of reason in even the most 
reasonable of men convinced him that if he did 
not at once clear away the misunderstanding he had 
himself put between them all later efforts would be 
futile. Meanwhile, Elizabeth had fought for and 
foimd strength enough to finish: 
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*'I say now what you said then to me/* she ended, 
quietly, but with no attempt to conceal her own 
despair. "'You may neither see nor touch me; and 
I cannot cross to you." 

He caught at her last words as his chance to end 
it all, and pushed aside the trail of the palm leaves. 

"There is nothing to cross," he said, abruptly, 
"and no need of crossing, for I am neither prince 
nor Moslem — ^not a native of any sort, but just an 
Englishman who loves you." 

She gave a cry, but did not come forward nor 
speak. So that at last, in desperation, he crossed 
the distance separating them and f oimd her, where 
she was backed against the thick shrubbery. 

She did not try to escape, but the fidl red lips 
trembled, and her eyes sought his in a fashion which 
put an end to his self-control. 

"It was only a trick, dear," he assured her. "I 
had to fool the black men, and there seemed no time 
nor place just right to tell you." 

He was beside her now; but she still held back 
from him, although the wide eyes burned clearly 
with her deep-set wish to believe. For another dozen 
seconds she persisted in holding him from her, while 
she studied his face in the half light between the 
interlacing palms. 

Suddenly her hand caught against the jeweled 
cross of Osmanli, and her glance left his for a moment. 
The recollection of the consul's wife and her ball- 
room gossip assumed a new meaning for Elizabeth, 
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who looked up into John RandaU's grave, stem 
face. 

"Could that have been you?" she asked, slowly, 
but with a glorious light beginning to flicker in the 
depths of the eyes turned to him. 

"Yes," he answered, "it was I on the after deck of 
the ZarguppUy and I who am here now — wiU you 
marry me?" 

Her hands were caught and held together over 
the cross of Osmanli, and her eyes were once more 
wet with her longing to yield to him, yet the fear of 
something held her back. 

Miss Hilken had seen enough of this man's clever- 
ness to know him capable of playing almost any 
part. He looked now the perfect type of Anglo- 
Saxon; but she remembered, none the less, when 
he had seemed the most ideal of Oriental princes, 
and had held down the natives with a master grip. 
Will you marry me?" he demanded, once more. 

Will you marry me — ^John Harrison Randall, of 
Natori-Alga?" And the color flamed out suddenly 
into her milk-white cheeks and throat. 

But the hands stayed clasped in front of him, and 
her eyes still searched his face. 

"I love you, no matter who you are," Elizabeth 
answered, "and you know it; but for this other thing 
I cannot yet be sure." 

Then she gave a little cry and stopped short as a 
cough fromtheKhedive and a nervous laughfromMrs. 
Curran Smith showed these two were tired of waiting. 
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However, Randall had a certain use for the Khe- 
dive. In fact, he had brought that viceroyal fat 
man to the spot for this particular moment; and as 
for the consul's wife, he was in too deadly earnest 
to trouble himself about her. 

So, with no futile apologies, and, indeed, with no 
preliminaries of any sort, he led the girl from under 
the palm tree, and said to the Khedive: 

"I beg that your Highness will introduce me to 
Miss Hilken." 

And the Viceroy played his part as this imperious 
individual demanded, by saying: 

^'Miss Hilken, this is Mr. John Harrison Randall, 
of Natori-Alga, who has explained the circumstances 
regarding the rifle distribution from your father's 
steamer. 

^'My friend Randall was in a position to decide 
on your case personally,'* went on the Viceroy, with 
a fine paternal air that charmed the consul's wife, 
"because of his intimate knowledge of the entire 
affair, in which he has been of the greatest service 
to the government." 

Then, at last, Elizabeth ventured to look again at 
the man who was so trusted by the government of 
Egypt, and an almost imperceptible sigh parted her 
lips as then- eyes met. 

As they stood there, in the banal attitude of the 
ordinary introduction of a man to a woman, the 
blood imder Randall's dark skin vanished until his 
pallor was a thing to wonder at; and Elizabeth's eyes 
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opened and widened until the ex-leader of Moslems 
could have sworn it was another heaven he was 
looking into. 

He imderstood that the last doubt had left her, 
and in the blue depths of her eyes John Randall saw 
the promise of this woman^s love. 

Meanwhile the Viceroy studied the pair with a 
rare interest. Nevertheless, with true Eastern per- 
tinacity he went back to a point in which he was 
personally concerned. 

"Will you undertake to govern my Shartori 
provinces for me, Randall Eflfendi?" he demanded. 

The latter again asked his answer from Miss 
Hilken's eyes, and informed the contented Viceroy: 

"Your Highness, we accept with thanks." 

The prince lingered a moment to watch them, 
and then overflowed Randall's heart with gratitude 
by a veritable master stroke of tact. 

"You must outline fully to Miss Hilken the 
Governing Council's decision in her case," said 
the Khedive, with a slow, wise smile, "and I sug- 
gest the next orangery as a quiet spot." 

Randall waited just long enough for the girl's 
hand to close on his arm, and left the long- 
suflfering Khedive to do the explaining to Mrs. 
Curran Smith and the jubilant Major Talbot, whose 
instant comprehension of the true situation only 
added to the perplexity of the lady. 

Her astonishment, when the Viceroy finally suc- 
ceeded in making her understand that Miss Hilken 
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was shortly and certainly to marry this highly 
honored man, reported to be the richest English- 
man in Upper Egypt, was no small matter. 

"Because of Governor Randall's official place, I 
shall be present at his marriage," ended the Khedive; 
"and as for Miss Hilken, why, I'm sure you will be 
glad to entertain this future member of Egypt's 
official set until then." 

"Why, yes — certainly," agreed Mrs. Smith; "but 
it's impossible that she should be going to marry 
the man if she's just met him — ^she must have known 
him all along." 

"That does seem probable," returned the Viceroy, 
who appeared once more preoccupied and slightly 
out of humor, since Randall and Elizabeth had dis- 
appeared and the service he had promised the ex- 
MoUah of Konia had been neatly ended. 

Then, as the consul's wife pressed for a reason- 
able explanation of the mystery she felt hidden 
somewhere close about her, the Viceroy repeated in 
Arabic to the uncomprehending lady a verse of the 
Koran. It was the same which had been begun 
by the NarghiUCs deck elder, the night Randall had 
taken Nashti, the dancer, out of her little house 
built into the city waU. 

"Behold the mercy of Allah, O Man!" muttered 
the Nile rider; "In youth there are all things — 
even love." 
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